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s I R, | 

Edications are the only Faſhions in the World 
| D that are more diſlik'd for being Univerſal ; and 
L the Reaſon is, that they very ſeldom fi the 
| Perſons they were made for: but I hope to avoid the 
common Oblcquy in this Addreſs, by lay ing aſide the 


= Poet 1 in every thing but the Dramatic Decorum of ſuit- 


ing my Character to the Perſon. 
From the Part of Mirabel in this Play, ard : anther 
Character in one of my former, People are vi! ing 10 

compliment my performance in drawir 2 > a gay, iplendid, 


generous, eaſy, fine young Gentleman. My Gor ius, I 


5 mut confeſs, has a bent to that kind of Deſcription ; ; and 


my Veneration for you, Sir, may paſs for urqueſtiona- | 
ble, ſince in all theſe happy Accompliſhments you 


come ſo near to my . e abating his In- 


conſtancy. | 
What an l Bleſſing i is Youth 1 Fortune „ 


When a happy Understanding comes in, to moderate the 


Deſires of the firſt, and to refine upon the Advantages | 
of the latter ; when a Gentleman is Mailer of all Plea- 
ſures, but a Slave to none; who has Traie!l'd, not for 


-: the Curioſity of the Sight, but for the Improvement 


of the Mind's Eye; and "who returns full of every thing 
but himſelf ?—An Author might ſay a great deal Agre, 
but a Friend, Sir, nay, an Enemy mu allow you th's. 

I thali here, Sir, meet with two Obſt cles, your Mo— 
deliy, and your Senſe; the firlt, as a Ce: er upon the 
Subject, the ſecond, as a Critick upon the 80 le : But I 
am obſtinate in my Purpoſe, and will ma: + mn w at J 
325 to the laſt drop of my Pen; ; which [ .) ne more 
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boldly undertake, having all the World on my fi de; 3 
nay, I have your very ſelf againſt you; for by declining 
to hear your ws Merit, your Friends are Authorize 


ce d the more to Froclaim it. 


Vour Generofity and Eaſineſs of Temper is not only 
obvious in your common Affairs and Converſation, but 
more plainly evident in your darling Amuſement, that 


Opener and Dilater of the Mind, Muſick — — = 
your Affection for this delightful Study, we may deduce 


the pleating Harmony that is apparent in all your 
Actions; and be aſſur'd, Sir, that a perſon muſt be 
poſſeſo'd of a very divine Soul, who is fo much in love 


with the Entertainment of Angels. 


From your Encouragement of Muſick, if there be any 
Poetry here, it has a Claim, by the Right of Kindred, 


to your Favour and Affection. You were pleas d to 


honour the Repreſentation of this Play with your Ap- 
pearance at ſeveral times, which flatter'd my hopes that 


there might be ſomething in it which your Good- Na. 


ture might excuſe. With the Honour I here intend for 
_ myſelf, I likewiſe conſult the Intereſt of my Nation, by 
 ſhewing a Perſon that is ſo much a Reputation and 
Credit to my Country. Beſides all this, I was willing 
to make a handſome Compliment to the Place of my 
Pupilage; by informing the World that ſo fine a Gen- 
tleman had the Seeds of his Education in the ſame Uni- | 

5 ys, and at the ſame time with, 


s + R, 
Your mot Faithful, and 
Moſt Humble Servant, 
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PR O- 


PROLOGUE. 


Written by Mr. Mor r EUX. 


IKE hungry Gueſts, a fitting 4 looks ; 
| Plays are like Suppers : Poets are the Cooks. 

5 The Founders vou: The Table is this Place: 

he Carvers We : The Prologue is the Grace. 
Each AF, a Courſe ; each Scene @ different Dif : 
' Tho" ave're in Lent, I doubt you're fill for Fly/h. 

Satyr's the Sauce, high ſeaſon'd , ſharp and rough 

Kind Majques and Beaux, I hape ve Pepper Proof. 

Mit is the Mine; but 'tis jo ſcarce the true, 

Poets, like Vintners, balderdath and brew. 

Hur ſurly Scenes, <uhere rant and Bloodhed join, 

| Are Butcher's Meat, a Battle's a Sirlvin: 
Dur Scenes of Love, fo flowing, ft and chaſle, 
Are Water-gruel, without Salt or Taſte. 

Bacudy fat Ven ſon, which th flale, can pleaſe: 

Your Rakes love Hogoes, like your damn d French Cheeſe | 
Dur Rarity for the fair Gueſt to gabe en, . 

It your nice Squeaker, or Italian Catan; 

Or your French Virgin- Puilet, garniſh d round, 

And dreſs'd with Sauce of ſome— Four hundred Pound. 
An Op- ra, like an Oglio, nicks the Age; 
Farce 7s the Haſty Pudding of the Stage. 

Fur when you're treated with indifferent Cheer, 
Leu can diſpenſe with lender Stage Coach Fare, 
A Paſtoral's, whipt Cream ; Stage N bim, mere 2 3 

Ad Tragi-Comedy, half Fiſh and Flas. 
But Comedy, That, that's the darling Cheer; 

This Night we hope you'll an Inconſtant bear: 

Will Fowl is lik'd in Play- bouſe all the Year. LE 
| Net fince each Mind betrays a dif” rent Taſte, : 5 


And every Diſh ſcarce pleaſes ev'ry Gueſt, 
IF aught you reliſh, do not damn the re. 
| This Favour crav'd, up let the ri 
Du re ' welcome 4. Now fall 105 ere you like. 


$3 oP „„ Dif © 


k 


Dramatis Perſon. 
| ME N. 


Old Mirabel, an aged Gert. of aa 

odd Cem pound, between thef © 
Peeviſlineſs incident to h's Years, 3 Mr. Pinkethman, 
ard his fatherly Fondneſs wx DO 
Wards nis Son. | yy 


| Y ours debe, his yon. : Ke. Wits. 

Captain Durctete, an honeft 41 
natur'd Fellow, that thinks him- © Mr. Bulleck. 

ſeit 2 grenter Fool than he is. 7 


D. 2 Brother to Oriana.. | Me. Milk. | 


Para: a to 8 aller. 
: I Mr, Norris, 
wards to Bis Silcr. 


ONE N. 


Os; ian, a Lady contracted to Mi. | 
rabel, who wou'd brivg bim to Mrs, Pagers. 
KReaſon. | 8 | | 


. 2 whimbral Lady, W | 
-" Or! ana, admii 4 0p Dur. 1 Va braghen. 


? Wo an f Rp 
Lamirce, a Woman © Contr 4 Mrs. Kent. 
Vance, | | | 


; Fo our Bravo's, two o Gentlemen, and two Ladies 


Soldiers, Servants, and Attendants. 
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The Way to 1 win him. 


WT 1 SCE NE, The Sr.” 
1 Dug ard and his Man Petit i in OY Has. tr. 


Eo Dag. 3 what's a Clock? 


Pet. Turn'd of Eleven, Sie. | „ 
Dag No more ! We have rid a ſwinging Pace from Ne- 
"an * two this Morning ! Petit, run to Rovſſeau's, 
and beſpeak a Dinner at a Lewis d Or. a Head, to de rea- 
dy by one. 1 ; 
P. How many will there be of 3 you, Sir: ? 


Dag. Let me ſee ; Aral — D two, ra | 
three — 


Pet. And 1 1 


Dug. How now, Sir, at your old travelling "ER" "ALL 
ty! When abroad, you had ſome Freedom for want of 
better Company; but among my Friends at Paris, prav 
remember your Diſtagce.— Be gone, Sir. —[ Exit Petit.] 
This Fellow's Wit was neceſſary abroad, but he's too 
_ cunning for a Domeſtick; I muſt diſpoſe of him ſome way 
elſe. — Who's here? Old NMirabel, and my viſler ! wy - 
| n Siſt er! 
5 Enter OA Mirabel and Ociana. 
Ori, mp * Welcome. 5 | 


A 4. Dag. 
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Dag Monſieur Mirabel! I'm 1 glad to ſee you. 

Old Mir. Honeſt Mr. Dagard, by the Blood of the Mi- 
rabelt, I'm your moſt humble Servant. 
Dug. Why, Sir, you've caſt your Skin ſos, you're 
brisk and gay, luſty Health about you, no fign of Age 
but your filver Hair s. 
Od Mir. Silver Hairs ! Then they a are Quick ſilver 
Hairs, Sir. Whilſt I have Golden Pockets, let my LHairs 
be Silver an they will. Adsbud, Sir, 1 can dance, and 
ſing, and drink, and—no, I can't wench. But Mr. Da- 
5 gere, no News of my Son Bob in all your Travels! „ 
Dug. Your Son's come home, Sir. 


E Mir. Come home ! Bob come home ! By: the . 


Blood of the Mirabel, Mr. Dugard, what ſay mW? 
Ori. Mr. Mirabel return'd, —_----: 
Dag. He's certainly come, and you may ſee him with 155 
in this Hour or two. 5 


Old Mir. Swear it, Mr. Dagard, preſently * 4 Es 


Dig. Sir, he came to Town with me this Morning: I 
lef: him at the Bagnieurs, being a little diſordered after 
riding, and I ſhall ſee him again preſently. 1 
0. Mir, What! and he was aſham'd to ask Bleſſing , 
with his Boots on. A nice Dog! Well, and how fares 5 
tue young Rogue, had - Ts 
Dag. A fine Gentleman, sir. He 1 be his own n Mer. 
ſenger. 
C Mir. A fine Gentleman | ! Bar is the Rogue like me 
Kill 2----- 
Dig. Why yes, Sir ; ; he's very like 'TY Mother, and as as 
like you as moſt modern Sons are to their Fathers. 
O Mir. Why, Sir, don't you think that I begat bim? 
Dug. Why yes, Sir, you marry'd his Mother, and he in- 
Lerics your Ettate.. He's very like you, upon my Word. 
Ori. And pray, Brother, what” 5 become of his honeſt 


Companion, Daretete? 


Dus, Who, the Captain? the very "DN ben went abroad; 
he's the only French-man I ever knew that cou'd not 


Change. Vour Son, Mr. Mirabel is more oblig'd to 
„ = Nature 
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Nature for that Fellow's Compoſition, than for his own : 
For he's more happy in Duretete's Folly than his own | 
Wit. In fhort, they are as inſeparable as Finger and 
Thumb; but the firtt Inſtance in the World, I believe, 
of Oppoſition in Friendſhip. 
0 Mir. Very well; will he be home to Dinzer, 
think ye? 
Dag. Sir, he has order'd me to beſpeak a Dinner for 
us at Rouſſeau's at a Lewidore a Head. | 
Ola Mir. A Lewidore a Head! Well ſaid, Bob; by the 
| Blood of the Mirabel, Bob's improv'd. But Mr. Dugard. 


woas it ſo civil of Bob to viſit Mouſieur Ronſſeau before his 


own natural Father? Eh! Heark'e, Oriana, what think 
you, now, of a Fellow that can eat and drink ye a whole 
Lewidore at a fitting ? He muſt be as ſtrong as Hercules, 


Life and Spirit in abundance. Before Gad, I don't won- 


der at theſe Men of Quality, that their own Wives can't 
ſerve em. A Lewidore a head! "tis enough to ſtock 


the whole Nation with Baſtards, tis Faith. Mr. Dugard, 
I leave you with your Siſter, Exit. 


Dag. Well, Silter, I need not ak you how you do, 
your Looks reſolve me ; fair, tall, well-ſhap'd ; ; you re 
almoſt grown out of my Remembrance. 

Ori. Why, truly Brother, I look pretty well, thank Na- 
ture and my Toylet ; I have ſcap'd the Jaundice, Green- 

| fickneſs, and the ſmall pox, I eat three Meals a-Day, am 
very merry when up, and ſleep ſoundly when I'm down. 

Dug. But, Siſter, you remember that upon my going 


abroad you wou 4 chuſe this old Gentleman for your 


Guardian; he's no more related to our Family, than 


Preſter Fohn, and I have no reaſon to think you miſtruſted . 


my Management of your Fortune: Therefore pray be 
ſo kind as to tell me without Reſervation the true Cauſe | 
of making ſuch a Choice. ; 

Ori. Look'e Brother, you were going a Rambling, 5 | 
*twas proper, leſt I ſhould go a Rambling too, that ſome- | 
body ſhou'd take care of me. Old Monſieur Mirabel is 
| an 2 W was our Father's Friend, and has a 


A 5 „ young 


10 The Inconſtant : Or, 


young, Lady in his Houſe, whoſe Company I like, and 
who has choſen him for her Guardian as well as i. 
Das. Who, Madamoiſelle Biſarre ? 


Ori. The ſame ; we live merrily together, without 


Scandal, or Reproach ; we make much of the old Gen- 


tleman between us, and he takes care of us; we eat what 
we like, go to Bed when we pleaſe, riſe when we will, 
all the Week we dance and ſing, and upon Sundays go 
fut to Church, and then to the Play. Now, Brother, 
| beſides theſe Motives for chuſing this Gentleman for my 

Guardian, perhaps I had ſome private Reaſons, , 
Dag. Not ſo private as you imagine, Siſter ; your 
Love to young Mirabel's no Secret, I can aſſure vou, 


but ſo publick that all your Friends are aſham'd on't. 


5 Ori. O' my Word then, my Friends are very baſhful; 
tho' I'm afraid, Sir, that thoſe People are not aſham'd 
enough at their own Crimes, who have ſo many Mules. 
to ſpare for the Faults of their Neighbours. 7 

Dug. Ay, but Siſter, the People ſay: LY 
Ori. Pſhaw, hang the People, dey In fall Treaſon, S 

and profane their Maker; muſt we therefore infer, that 5 

our King is a Tyrant, and Religion a Cheat ? Look'e, 

Brother, their Court of Enquiry is a Tavern, and their 

| Informer, Claret : They think as they drink, and ſwallow 

Reputations lice Loches; a Lady's Health goes briſkly. 

round with the Glaſs, but her Honour is loſt in the Toaſt. 

Dag. Ay, but Siſter, there is ſtill ſomething 
Ori. If chere be ſomething, Brother, tis none of the Peo- 
ple's ſomething ; Marriage is my thing, and I'll flick to't. 

Dug. Marriage! e Mirabel marry! He'll build 

Churches ſooner. Take heed, Siſter, tho' your Ho- 


Nour ſtood Proof to ki home bred Aſſaults; you muſt 


| keep a ſtricter Guard for the future: He has now got 
the foreign Air, ard the /ra/ian Soſtneſs; his Wit's 
improv'd by Converſe, his Behaviour finiſh'd by Obſer- 
vation, and his Aſſurance confirm'd by Succeſs. Siſter, 
I can aſſure you he has made his Conquelts ; and "tis | 
a Plague upon your Sex, to be the ſooneſt deceiv'd by 


thoſe \ very Men that you know have been falſe to 0 | 
| tia 


A 


( 
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O-i. Then why will you tell me of his Conqueſts? for 
I mult confeſs there is no Title to a Woman's Favour ſa 


| engaging as the repute of a handſome Diſſimulation; 
there is ſomething of a Pride to ſee a Fellow lie at our 
Peet, that has triumph'd over ſo many; and then, I don't 
© know, we fancy he muſt have ſomething extraordinary 


about him to pleaſe us, and that we have fomething en- 


gaging about us to ſecure him; ſo we can't be quiet, till 


ue put our ſelves upon the lay of being both difaj pointed. 
D:g. But then, Siſter, he's as fickle —---— 


ON. For God's ſake, Brother, tell me no more of his 
Faults, for if you do, I ſhall run mad for him: Say no- 
more, Sir, let me but get him into the Bands of Matri- 


mony, ['I] ſpoil his wandring, [ warrant him. I'll do 
his Buſineſs that way, never fear. 


Dag. Well, Siſter, I won't pretend to . the : 
Engagements between you and your Lover; expect. 
when you have need of my Counſel or Afittance, you 
will let me know more of your Affairs. Mirabel is a Gen- 
tleman, and as far as my Honour and Intereſt can reach, 
you may command me to the furtherance of your Happi- 
neſs: In the mean time, Siſter, I have a great mind to 
make you a Preſent of another humble Servant; a Fellow | 
that I took up at Lyons, who has ſerv'd me nelly ever 


hace... 
Ori. Then _ will you part with TRE ? 


Dag. He has gain'd fo inſufferably on my Good Hu- 
mour, that he's grown too familiar; but the Fellow's 
cunning, and may be ſerviceable to you. in your Affair 


| with Mirabel. Here he comes. 
| Enter Petit. 
Well, Sir, have you been at Rouffeau's? 
Pet. Yes, Sir, and who ſhould I find there, but Mr. 


Mirabel and the Captain, hatching as warmly over a 
Tub of ce, as two Hen-Pheaſants over a Biood— _ 
They wou'd not let me beſpeak any thang, for they had 


3 before I came. 


ps Come, Sir, you; ſhall ſerve my Siſter, 1 hall gin 


contiuus 0 


— —— — h ae. . — - 0 * 
— — —— — woot — 2 
—— D — — — — 
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continue kind to you, and if your Lady recommends 
your Diligence upon Trial, I'll uſe my Interett to ad- 


vance you; you have cenſe enough to expect Prefer- 


ment. — Here, Sirrah, here's ten Guineas for thee, get | 


thy ſelf a Drogget Suit and a Pufi-Wig, and ſo 
I dub thee Gentleman-Uſher. 


Pet. A Chair, a Chair, a Chair! 
Ori. No, no, PI walk home, tis bat next Door. : 
[ Exeunt. 


8 0 E N E « Tavern, diſcovering young  Mirabel and 


Duretete ri/ ing from Table. 
” Br; Welse Paris once more, my dear S we 


have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid plentifully, and let 


it go for once. I lik'd every thing but our Women, they 


lock'd fo lean and tawdry, poor Creatures! Tis a ſure 
ſign the Army is not paid. Give me the plump Venetian, 
brisk and ſanguine, that ſmiles upon me like the glowing 
Sun, and meets my Lips like ſparkling Wine, her Perſon 

flining as the Glaſs, and Spirit like the foaming Liquor, 


Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Italy I grant you; but for our Wo- 


men here in France, they are ſuch thin Brawn-fall*nJades, 
a Man may as well make a Bed-fellow of a Cane Chair. 
Mir. France! A light unſeaſon'd Country, nothing but 


\ Feathers, Foppery, and Faſhions : we're fine indeed, fo 


are our Co:ch-Horſes; Men ſay we're Courtiers, Men abuſe 
us; that we are wiſe and politick, non credo Seigneur: That 
our Women have Wit; Parrots, mere Parrots, Aſſurance 


and a good memory ſets them up; There 8 nothing on 


his fide the Alps worth my humble Service t'ye—Ha Ro- 


ma la Santa, Italy for my Money, their Cuſtoms, Gardens, 


Buildings, Paintings, Muſick, Policies, Wine and Women! 
the Paradiſe of the World; — not pelter'd with a parcel of 
preciſe old gouty Fellows, that would debar their Children 


_ every plealure chat they themſelves are paſt the Senſe of: 


_ commend me to the Lalian Familiarity; Here, Son, there's 
” iſty Cones; 89 Pay n her Week's allowance. 
Dur. 


| Sitter, I muſt put 
my ſelf in repair, you may expect me in the Evening. 
Wait on your Lady home, Petit. [Exit Dug. = 


wo — .. — — — 


— — SS”. — — 
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Dur. Ay, theſe are your F N 3 for you, that under- 


ſtand the Neceflities of young Nen; not like our muſty 
| Dads, who becauſe they cannot Fiſh themielves, would 
muddy the Water, and poil the Sport of them that can. 
But now you talk of the Plump, what d'ye think ofa 
Duteb Woman. | 
Mir. A Dutch Women, too compact, nay, every thing 
Among them is ſo; a Dut:h Mam is thick, a Dutch Wo- 
man is ſquab, a Dutch Horſe is round, a Dutch Dog is 
| ſhort, a Dutch Ship is broad boutom'd ; and in ſhort, 
one would ſwear the whole Product of the Country were 
caſt in the ſame Mold with their Cheeſes. | 
- Due. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Engl 2 55 
; Ladies, 1 | 
Ilir. The Women of a were excellent did they 
not take ſuch unſufferable Pains to ruin what Nature has 
made ſo incomparably well; they would be delicate Crea- 
tures indeed, cou'd they but throughly arrive at the 
French Mien, or entirely let it alone; for they only ſpoil 
| a very good air of their own, by an Aukward Imitation 
of ours; their Parliaments and our Taylors give Laws 
to their three Kingdoms. But come, Duretete, let us 
mind the Buſineſs in hand; Miſtreſſes, we mult have, 
and muſt take up with the Manufacture of the Place, and 


upon a competent diligence we {hall find thoſe in Paris 


| ſhall match the Ialians from top to toe. 


Dur. Ay, Mir abel, you will do well enough, but what 


will become of your Friend; you know I am fo plaguy 
|  baſhful, ſo naturally an Aſs upon theſe occaſions, that— 
Mir. Pihaw, you mult be bolder, Man: Travel three 
Years and bring home ſuch a Baby as Baſhfulneſs! A 
great lulty Fellow ! and a Soldier ! fye upon it. 
Dur. Lock'e, Sir, I can viſit, and I can ogle a little, —as 
thus, or thus now. Then I can kiſs abundantly, and make 


a ſhift to — but if they chance to give me a forbidding 


Look, as ſome Women, you know have a deviliſh Caſt 
with their Eyes, —or if they cry, — What d'ye mean; 
what d'ye take me for? ? Fye, Sir, remember who | am, 
2 


— — — — 
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Sir — A Perſon of Quality to be us'd at this rate! I. gad 
I'm ſtruck as flit as a Frying-pan. | 
Mir. Words o' courſe! never mind em: Turn you a- 
bout upon your heel with a jante Air; hum out the end 
of an old Song; cut a croſs Caper, and at her again. 
Dur. [imitates him.] No hang it, 'twill never do. — 
Oons, what did my Father mean by ſticking me up in an 
Univerſity, or to think that I ſhou'd gain any thing by 
my Head, in a Nation whoſe Genius lies all in their 
Heels! —— Well, if ever I come to have Children cf 
my own, they ſhall have the Education of the Country, 
they ſhall learn to dance before they can ve, and be : 
taught to ſing before they can ſpeak. | 
Mir. Come, come, throw off that childiſh Hine, 
put on Aſſurance, there's no avoiding it; ſtand all Hazards, 


thou'rta ſtout luſty Fellow, and haſt a good Eſtate, look : 


- bluff, hector, you have a good Side-box Face, a pretty im- 


pudent Face; ſo, that's pretty well. — This Fellow went 


| Glaſs, and books or't.] A Side box Face, ſay you! 


abroad like an Ox, and is return'd like an Aſs, [ Aide. 
Dar. Let me ſee now, how I look, [pulls out a tent 


*Egad I don't like it, Mirabel. — Fye, Sir, don” t abuſe 
your Friends, I cou'd not wear ſuch a Face for the bel. 
| Counteſs in Chriſtendom. == os 
Mir. Why can't you, Blockhead, as 0 as I? 


Dur. Why, thou haſt Impudence to ſet a good Face 


| upon any thing: I wou'd change half my Gold for half 
thy Braſs, with all my heart. Who comes here? Odlo, 5 
| Mirabel, your Father 5 a 
Enter Old Mirabel. 
2 Mir. Where's Bob ? Gear Bus 7 * 
Mer, Your Bleſſing, Sir. 
Ola Mir. My Bleſſing! damn ye, you young hm 
did not you come to fee your Father firſt, Sirrah ? My 
dear Boy, I am heartily glad to ſee thee, my dear Child, 


faith — Captain Duretete, by the Blood of the Mirabels,. 


Fm yours: Well, my Lads, ye look n — — 
Bob, haſt got any Money left? „ Ai | 
e- 
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Mir. Not a Farthing. Sir. 

O14 Mir. Why, then I won't gi' thee a Souſe. 

Mir. 1 did but jeſt, here's ten Piſtoles. 

Old Mir. Why, then here's ten more; | love to be 

| charicable to thoſe that don't want it. - Well, and how 
d'ye like Italy, my Boys? 


| Mir. O the Garden of the World, Sir, Rome, Nafles, 


Venice, Milan, and a thouſand other: all fine. 
Ola Mir. Ay, ſay you ſo and they lay, that Chiari 
is very fine too. 


Dur. Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent; a very ſcurvy 

5 Air, the moſt unwholeſome to a French Conſtitution in the 5 
n 

Mir. Plhaw, nothing on „t; theſe aſeally Gazetteers 


: have aiefrrmed you. 


9 Old Mir. Mifinformed me! Oons, Sir, were not we 
| | beaten there? 


Mir. Beaten, Sir ! the Ban bees!” 
Ol Mir. Why, how was it, pray ſweet Sir. 


4 Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell you. 


Dur. No, Sir, your Son will tell you. 
Mir. The Captain was in the Action, Sir. 


Dur. Vour Son faw more than I, Sir, for he was a 


Looker on. 
Ola Mir. Confound you both for abrace of Cowards : 


"ks ens Comme to over-hear you ; why don't ye. 


tell me how it was? 
Mir. Why, then you muſt know, that we march'd up a 


Body of the fineſt, braveſt, well dreſſed Fellows in the Uni- 
verſe; our Commanders at the Head of us, all Lace and 
Feather, like ſo many Beaux at a Ball.— I don't believe 

there was a Man of em but cou'd dance a Charmer, Mor- | 


| bleau. 
O Mir. Dance! very well. pretty Fellows, Faith! 
Mir. We caper'd up to their very Trenches, and there 


ſaw peeping over a parcel of Scare crow, Olive. colour d, 
| Gunpowder Fellows, as ugly as the Devil. 


Dur. I. gad. I ſhall never forget the Looks of * 'em 


while I have Breath to fetch. Mz 


7. 


16 The Inconſtant: Or, 
Mir. They were ſo civil indeed as to welcome us with 
their Cannon ; but for the reſt, we found 'em ſuch un- 
mannerly, rude, unſociable Dogs, that ve grew tir'd of 
their Company, and ſo we cen danc'd back again. 
Old Mir. And did ve all come back ? 
Mir. No, two or three thouland of us ſtay'd behind, : 
Old Mir. Why. Bob, why 
Mir. Pihaw—becaule tliey could not come that Night. ; 


8 — come; Sir, we were talking of ſomething elſe; 


pray how does your lovely Charge, the fair Oriana ? 
Old Mir. Ripe, Sir, jult rip; you'll find it better en. 
gaging with her than with the Cermans, let me tell you, 
' —And what wou'd you ſay, my young Mars, If I had 


2 Venus, for thee too? Come, Bob, your Apartment is 
ready, and pray let your Friend be my Gueſt too, you 


| ſhall command the Houſe between Ye, and I'll be. as mer- 
ry as the beſt of you, | 1 OE 
Mar. Bravely ſaid, Father. : L 

Let Miſers bend their Age with od Cares, 5 


And ſtarve themſelves to pamper hungry Heirs; 


Who, iving⸗ ſtint their Sons what Vouth may crave, 
And make em revel o'er a Father's Grave. 
The Stock on which I grew, does {till diſpenſe 

Its Genial Sap into the blooming Branch; | 

The Fruit, he knows, from his own Root i is you n, 

And therefore n thoſe Paſhons once his w]. 


A \ C T II. 8 C E N x Od Mirabel 5 Hae. 


Oriana and Biſarre. 


BY AND ou you love this young Rake, & ye 2 
| Ori. Yes. | 


| Bif. In ſpight of all his ill Uſage. 
Ori. I can't help it. 

Biſ. What's the matter wi'ye? 

Ori. Pſhaw ! | 
Bi. Um — before that any young, lying, ſerie, 
dure rakehelly F e d * ſuch Fr ricks with 
me, 
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me, I 0 d wear my Teeth to the ſtumps with Lime 
and Chalk — 0, the Devil take all your Caſſandra's and 


_ Chopatra's for me. —Prithee mind your Airs, Modes and 
Faſhions; your Stays Gowns, and Furbelows. Hark'e, my 


Dear, have you got home your Furbclow'd Smocks yet? 


Ori. Prithee be quiet, Biſarre; you know, I can be 
as mad as you, when this Aae is out of my Head. 


B.. Pſhaw ! would he were out, or in, or ſome way 
to make you eaſy. — I warrant now, you'll play the 


Fool when he comes, and ſay you love him; eh! 


Ori. Moſt certainly —1 can't diſſemble, Biſarre.— : 
| beſides, tis paſt that, we're contrafted. . 

Bi, Contracted ! alack a day, poor thing. w hat, you 1 
have chang'd Rings, or broken an old B- dad piece berwees = 

vou! Heark'e, | Child, han't you broke EO elſe = 


between ye ? 
Ori. No, no, „L can aſſure you. 


| Bil. Then, what d'ye whine for ? Whilſt [ kept that In. 
my power, I wou'd make a Fool of any Fellow in France. 
Well, I muſt confeſs, I do love a little Coquetting with 


all my heart! my Buſineſs ſhou'd be to break Gold with 


my Lover one hour, and crack my Promiſe the next; he 

ſhou'd find me one Day with a Prayer-book in my Hand, 
and with a Play-book another; He ſhou'd have my Con- 

ſent to buy the Wedding- Ring, and the next moment 


. wou'd J laugh in his Face. 
Ori. O my Dear, were there no greater Tye m upon my 
| Heart, than there is upon my Conſcience, I wou'd ſoon 
throw the Contract out o'doors ; but the miſchief on't is 


T am ſo fond of being ty'd that I'm forc'd to be juſt, and 


the ſtrength of my Paſſion keeps down the Inclination of 
my Sex. But here's the old Gentleman. 
Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old Mir. Where's my Wenches? where's my two little 


Girls: Eh ! Have a care, look toyour ſelves, faith, they're 
acomang, the Travellers are a coming. Well! which of you 


two will be my Daughter-in- Law now? Bi/arre, Biſarre, 


what vou, * my # Mirabel is a pure wild Fellow. 
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Bi. I like him the worſe. 
Old Mir. You lye, Huſſey, you like kim the better, in. 


| deed you do: What ſay you, my t'other little F lber het 


Ori. I ſuppoſe the Gentleman will chuſe for himſelf, Sir. 


Old Mir. Why, that's diſcreetly ſaid; and fo he hall. 
Enter Mirabel and Duretete, they ſalute the Ladies. 
Bob, Heark'e, you ſhall marry one of theſe Girls, Sirrah. 
Air. Sir, I'll marry 'em both, if you pleaſe. _ 

Biſ. [ dls. ] He'll find that one may ſerve his turn. 


Old Mir. Both! Why, you young Dog, d'ye banter me? ED 


Come, Sir, take your Choice Duretete, you ſhall have 


yourChoice too; but Robinſtall chuſe firſt. Come Sir, begin. 


Mir. Well, I an't the firſt Son that has made his Fa- 
ther's Dwelling a Bawdy-houſe—let me ice. - 
Od dir. Well! which d' ye hike. ? 

Mir. Both. : 


ON Mir. But which will you marry 2 
Mir. Neither. 


O. Mir. Nezher-- Don t make me angry now, Pb; TH 


4 pray don't make me angry, —Look'e, irrah, if I don't 


dance at your Weddi: 8 to- en, I _ be "Oy glad 


to cry at your Grave. 
Mir. That's a Bull, Father, 


Ola Mir. A Bull! Why, how now, —— Sir, aid . 


I make thce a Man, that thou ſhouldſt make me a Beaſt? 


© > — * 


Mi,. Your Pardon, Sir, I only meant your Expreſſion. 


O11 Mir. Heark'e, B., learn better Manners to your 
Father before Strangers : : I won'c be angry this time. 
But, oons. if ever you do't again, you Raſcal, remem- 


ber what 1 ſay. . 


Mir. Paw, what Aceh the -old Fellow mean by 5 
mewing me up here with a couple of green Girls ? | 


Come, Due ete, will you go? 


Ori. I hope, Mr. Mirabel, you ha'n't forgot 


Mir, No, no, Madam, I ha'n't forgot, I have brought 
you a thoufand little Ja. ian Curioſities; I'Il atſure you, 


Madam, as far as a hundred Piſtoles wou'd reach, E 


int forgot the leut Circumitance, 


O. 1. Sir, you miſunderſtund me. „ 


— — — 


| Contra 
Dur. Mirabel -—thata Lady there obſerve her, ſle's won- 
dious pretty, faith, and teens to have but few Words; 1 
like her mainly; ſpeak to her. Man, prithee ſpeak to her: 


deaf, Captain. 


The Way to win him. "9. 
Mir. Odſo, the Relicks, Madam, from Rome. I do 
remember now you made a Vow of Chaſtity before my 
departure; a Vow of Chaſtity, or ſomething like it; 
was it not, Madam ? | 
Ori. O Sir, I'm ariſwer'd at preſent. [Extt. 
Mir. dhe was coming full mouth upon me with her 


Wou'd I might ditpatch t'other. 


Mir. Madam, here's a Geutleman, who declares 


. Madam, don't believe him, I declare, noching 
— che Devil do you mean, man? 
, te lays, Madam, that you are as beautiful as an 
Angel. | 
Dur. He tells a damn'd Lye, Madam ; 1 by no ſuch 
th ng : Are you mad, Mirada! 25 Why, 1 call drop 
down with Shame. 
Mir. And ſo, Madam, not Fetal but your Lady- 5 
ſhip may like him as well as he does you, I think it 
proper to leave you together. [Gring, Duretete hl him. 
Dur. Hold, hold. why, Mirabel, Friend, ſure 
you won't be fo barbarous as to leave me alone. Pri- 
thee, ſpeak to her for your ſelf, as it were. Lord, Lord, 
that a Frenchman ſhou'd want e ee E 


Mir. You look mighty demure, Madam. - 
Dur. I had much rather have her dumb. 


Mir. The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promiſes 
ſome extraordinary Fruits from your Study, which 
moves us with a Curi ſity to enquire the Subject of 


your Lady ſhip's Contemplation. Not a Word! 
Dur. 1 hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechleſs ; if ſhe be, 


. ſhe's mine this moment. Mirabel, d'ye think 4 


Woman's Silence can be natural? 


Bi. But the Forms that Logicians introduce, 25 
which proceed from ſimple Enumeration, are r 


and Pg only open admittance— 


She's 
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Wir. Hoyty toyty ! what a Plague have we here 
Plato in Petticoats! 

Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, Man; ſhe talks i in my 
own Mother-Tongue. | 
Bi. Tis expos'd to n from a contradiftory 
Inſtance, looks only upon common Operations, and is 
infinite in its Termination. 

Mir. Rare Pedantry. 

Dur. Axioms ! Axioms ! Self. evident Principles. 

Bi/. Then the Ideas wherewith the Mind is preoccupate. 


— O Gentlemen, I hope you'll pardon my Cogi:ation ; I 
wWu.as involv'd in a profound Point of Philoſophy ; but I ſhall 
diſcuſs ic ſome where elſe, being ſatisfy'd that the Subject 
is not agreeable to your Sparks, that profeſs the Vanity 


of the Times. [Exit. 
Mir. Go thy way, good Wife Bias : Do you hear, 
| Duretete ? Dolt hear this ſtarch'd piece of Auſterity? 


Dur. She's mine, Man; ſhe's mine: My own Talent 4 


da T. I'll match her in Dialects, faith. I was ſeven 


Years at the Univerfity, Man, nurs'd up with Barbara 


Celarunt, Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did you ever know, | 


Man, that” twas Metaphyſicks made me an Ass ? It was, 


faith. Had the talk'd a word of Singing, Dancing. 


Plays, Faſhions, or the like, I had founder'd at the firſt 
: Step ; but as ſhe is —— Mirabel, wiſh me Joy. | 
Mir. You don't mean Marriage, I hope. 

Dur. No, no, I am a Man of more Honour. 

Mir. Bravely reſolv'd, Captain, now for thy Credit, 
warm me this frozen Snow- ball, *ewill be a Conqueſt 

| above the 4. 

Dur. But will you promiſe to be always near me > 

Mir. Upon all Occaſions, never fear. 

Dur. Why then, you ſhall ſee me in two n 
make an Induction from my Love to her Hand, from 


her Hand to her Mouth, from her Mouth to her Heart, | 


and fo conclude in her Bed, Categorematice. 
Mir. Now the Game begins, and my Fool is enter'd. -- 


But here c comes one to ſpoil my Sport; now {hall I be ca 


7 
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to death with this old-faſhion'd Contract. I ſhou'd love 
her too, if I might do it my own way, but ſhe'll do 
nothing without Witneſſes forſooth. I wonder Women 
can be ſo immodeſt. I 
Enter Oriana. 

Well, Madam, why d'ye follow me? 

Ori. Well, Sir, why do you ſhun me? 

Mir. Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm naturally 
fway'd by Inclination. | 

Ori. Have you forgot our contract, sir 5 . 
Mir. All I remember of this Contract is, that it was 
made ſome three Vears ago, and that's * in con- 
ſcience to forget the reſt on't. | 2 

Ori. Tis ſufficient, Sir, to recollect the beg of 3 
for in that Circumſtance, I preſume, lies the force of the 
Obligation. 5 
. Obligations, Madam, that are forc'd upon the 
Will, are no tye upon the Conſcience; I was a Slave to 


my Paſſion when ! paſs'd the Inſtrument, but the Reco- : 


very of my Freedom makes the Contract void. 


Ori. Sir, you can't make that a Compulſion which was 
your own Choice; beſides, Sir, a Subjection to your own 


Deſires has not the Virtue of a forcible Conſtraint: And 
you will find, Sir, that to plead your Paſſion for the kil- 
ling of a Man, will , exempt you from the Juſtice 
of the Puniſhment. | . 
Mir. And ſo, Madam, you make the Sin of Murther 
and the Crime of a Contract the very ſame, becauſe that 
| Hanging and Matrimony are fo much alike. 

Ori. Come, Mr. Mirabel. theſe Expreſſions expected 
from the Raillery of your Humour, but I hope for very 

different Sentiments from your Honour and Generofity. 
Mir. Look'e, Madam, as for my Generoſity tis at your 
Service, with all my Heart: I'll keep you a Coach and ſix 
_ Horſes, if you pleaſe, only permit me to keep my Honour 
to myſelf; forl can aſſure you, Madam, that the thing call'd 
Honour is a Circumitance abſolutely unneceſſary in a na- 
tural cenie ee between Male and Female, and he's 
8 Mad 8 
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a Mad-man that lays it out, conſidering its Scarcity, upon 
any ſuch trivial Occ:ſions, There's Honour requir'd of 
us by our Friends, and Honour due to our Enemies, and they 


return it tous again;but I never heard of a Man tha: left but 


an Inch of his Honour in a Woman's keeping, that cou'd 
ever get the leaſt account on 't—Confider, Madam, you 
Have no ſuch thing among ye, and 'tis a main Point of 
Policy to keep no Faith with Reprobates—thou art a 
pretty little Reprobate, and ſo get thee about thy Buſineſs, - 
Oi. Well, Sir, even all this I will allow to the Gaity 
of your Temper ; your Travels have improv'd your 
Talent of Talking, but they al are not of Force, I hope, 
8 to impair your Morals. 
Mir. Morals! Why there 'tis gain 1 tell thee, 
5 Child, there is not the leaſt occaſion for Morals in any bu- 
ſineſs between you and I—Don't you know that of all 
Commerce in the Warld there is no ſuch Cozenage and 
Deceit as in the Traffick between Man and Woman; we 
ſtudy all our Lives long how to put Tricks upon one ano- 
ther — What is your Buſineſs now, from the time you 


chrow away your artificial Babies, but how to get natural 


ones with the moſt Advantage No Fowler lays abroad 
more Nets for his Game, nor a Hunter for his Prey, than 
you do to catch poor innocent Mer Why do you fit 

three or four Hours at your Toylet in a Morning? only 


with a villanous Deſignto make ſome poor Fellow a Fool 


before Night. What are your languiſhing looks, your 

ſtudy'd Airs and Affectations, but ſo many Baits and Pe- 

vices to delude Men out of their dear Liberty and Free- 
dom — What d'ye ſigh for? What d'ye weep for? What 
d'ye pray for? Why for a Huſband : That is, you implore 
Providence to afiilt you in the juſt and pious Deſigu of 
making the wiſeſt of his Creatures a Fool, and the Head 
of the Creation a Slave. 

Ori. Sir, 1 am * of my ones and am refoly'd 8 
to wie on. 8 
Air. Hold, Hole, Madam, not fo faſt—As you have 

„ Variety N 


Wl 3 
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Variety of Vanities to make Coxcombs of us; ſo we have 


Vows, Oaths, and Proteſtations, of all Sorts and Sizes to 


make Fools of you. As you are very ſtrange and whim- 


| tical Creatures, ſo we are allow'd as unaccountable ways 


of managing you. And this, in ſhort, my dear Creature, 
is our preſent Condition. I have ſworn and ly d _ 
briſkly to gain my Ends of you; your Ladyſhip has 


patch'd and painted violently to gain your Ends of me-— 
JBaut, ſince we are both diſappointed, let us make a drawn 
5 Battle, and part clear on both ſides. 


Ori. With all my Heart, Sir; give me up my Con- 


5 tract, and I'll never ſee your Face again. 


Mir. Indeed, I won't Child. 
Ori. What, hs neither do one nor t "other ES 
Mir. No, you ſhall die a Maid, unlels you . to 


. be otherwiſe upon my Terms. 


Ori. What do you intend by this, Sir? 
Mir. Why, to ſtarve you into Compliance: J We. 5 


you ſhall never marry any Man; and you had as good | 


let me do you a Kindneſs as a anger, oy 
0.1. Sir, you're a 
Mir. What am I, Miſtreſs? 
JJ. ͤ Sir, 


Mir. I'm glad on't — I never knew an Honeſt Fellow | 


in my Life, but was a Willain upon theſe Occaſions.— 
Ha'n't you drawn yourſelf now into a very pretty Dilem- 
ma? Ha, ha, ha; the pcor Lady has made a Vow of 


Virginity, when ſhe thought of making a Vow for the 


contrary. Was ever poor 8 o cheated into Chaſtity? 


Ori. Sir, my Fortune is equal to yours, my Friends as 


powerful, and both ſhall be put to the 1cf, to do me 
- Juſtice, 


Mir, What ! vou I 3 me to marry / you, will ye? 
Ori. Sir, the I. aW mall. | 


Mir. But the Law can'c force me to do any thing | 
elſe. can it 7: -- | 7 


Ori. Plhas, v, I det raiſe thew - Monſter. 
Mir. Kits and be v ricuds tact-- Don't cry, Child, and 
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you ſhall have your Sugar-plamb—Come, Madam, d'ye 
think I could be ſo unreaſonable as to make you faſt all 
your Life long ? No, I did but jeſt, you ſhall have your 


Liberty ; here, take your Contra and __ me mine, 


Ori. No, J won't. 
Mir. Eh! What is the Girl a Fool? 


Ori. No, Sir, you ſhall find me cunning enough to do 

my ſelf Juſtice ; and ſince I muſt not depend upon your 
Love, I'll be reveng'd, and force you to marry me out 
of ſpight. 

Mir. Then I'll beat thee out of ſpight; and make 3 
mod confounded Huſband. _ . 
Ori. O Sir, I ſhall match ye: A good Huſband makes 

0 good Wife at any time. 5 


Mir. I'Il rattle down your China about your Ears. 


Ori. And I'll rattle about the City to run you i in Debt 
for more. 
— Vour F ace-mending Toylet ſhall fly out of the : 

Window. 

Ori. And your Face- mending Periwig hall fly after i t. 
Mir. I'll tear the Furbelow off your Clothes, and when 
| you ſwoon for Vexation, you ſha'n't have a Penny to 
buy a Bottle of Hart's-horn. 

Ori. And you, Sir, ſhall have Hart' + horn in St ; 
Mir. I'll keepas many Miſtreſſes as I have Coach Horſes, 
O,i. And['ll keep as manyGallants as you I 


Mir. III lie with your Woman before your Face. 
Ori. Have a care of your Valet behind your back. 


KKB r - 


Mir, But, ſweet Madam, there is ſuch a thing s's ] 


| Divorce. | 
| Ori. But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a thing as Alimony, 
| ſo divorce on, and ſpare not. [ Exit: 


Mir. Ay, that ſeparate Maintenance is the Devil 
there's their Refuge—o' my Conſcience, one wou'd take 
Cuckoldom for a meritorious Action, becauſe the Women 
are ſo handſomely rewarded for't. [Exit. 


SCENE changes to a large Parlour i in the Ae . 


Enter Duretete and Petit. 


Our: And ſhe's mighty peeviſh, 2 ay ? Pet. . 


there's no body near us. 
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Pet. O Sir, ſhe has a Tongue as long as my Leg, and 


talks ſo crabbedly, you | wou'd think ſhe always ſpoke 
| Well. 


Dur. That' san odd Language, methinks for ner Phi- 


loſophy. 


Pet. But een me will ſit you half a Day without 


5 ſpeaking a Word, and talk Oracles all the while by the 


Wrinkles of her F orehead, and the Motions of her Eye- : 


: brows. 


Dur. Nay, I ſhall match her in philoſophical Ogles, 


faith ; that's my Talent : I can talk beſt, you muſt know, 
5 when I fay nothing. 


Pet. But d'ye ever gd. Sir 1 
Dur. Laugh! Won't ſhe endure 8 . . 
Pet. Why ſhe's a Critick, Sir, ſhe hates a Jet, for 


ſenr it ſhould pleaſe her ; and nothing keeps her in Hu- 
mour but what gives her the Spleen. And then for Lo- 
5 Sick, and all that, you know 


Dur. Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, I have bern pradliſing 


15 bard Words, and no Senſe, this Hour to entertain her. 


Pet. Then place your ſelf behind this Screen, that y du 


2 2 a View of her Behaviour before you begin. 


„ long to engage her, leſt 1 ſhou'd * r 


Pet. Here ſhe comes, Sir, I muſt fly. 

(Exit Pet. and Dur. fands pecping bebind the Curtain. g 
Fenxter Biſarre and Maid. | 5 

B.,. [With a Bock.] Pſhaw, hang Books, they four 


our e ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin our Complexions, 


| [Throws away the Book. 
"his Eh! TheDevil ſuch a Word there is in all A-i/fot/e. 
Bi. Come, Wench, let's be res, call | in the . 5 


Enter 7. adler. 
= Wou' d to the Lord there was not. 
Bif. Here, Friend, a Minuet \—quicker Tim? ; ; ha— 


wou'd we had a Man or two, 


Dur. [Stealing away.) You hall have the Devil ſooner, 


my dear dancing Philulopher. : 


=: EY 155 
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Biſ. Uds my Life! — Here's one. 
[ Runs to Dur. and hales him back 
Su. Ts all my learn'd Preparation come to this? 
Bi. Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good 
Boy—you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one — 


Come, ſtrike up—I know you dance well, Sir, you're 


_ finely ſhap'd for't—Come, come, Sir; $ quick, — 
you miſs the Time elſe. 
Dur. But, Madam, I come to talk with you. 


b Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, 1 


Dar. But we were talking of Dialecticks. 


Bi. Hang DialeQticks— Mind the time —quicker, Sir. 
rah, [To the Haler. ] Come, —and how d ye 2 your , 


tejt now, Sir? 
Der. In a fine dennthing Sweat, Doftor. 


Bi. All the better, Patient, all the better ; — Come, Þ 
| Sir, ſing now, ſing, I know you ſing well; I ire you'!. 


have a ſinging Face a heavy dull Sonato Face. | 
„ Who, I fog? 


_ Dif. O you're modeſt, 3 come, fie down, 1 
cloſer, cloſer. Here, a Bottle * Wine — Come, Sir, i, 
- In, Ia; fag, Sis. 


"Die: But, Madam, I came to talk with you. 


Bif. O Sir, you ſhall drink firſt, Come, fil me a hun- 


per — here, Sir, bleſs the King. 


Da, Wou'd J were out of his Dominions. ——h 


this Light, ſhe'll make me drunk too. 


Biſ. O pardon me, Sir, you ſhall do me right, fill it 3 
higher . Now, Sir, can you drink a Health Tm your 


Leg? 
- Dur. Rare Philoſophy that, Faith. 


Bi. Come, off with it, to the Bottom. No, how - 


4 ye like me, Sir? 
Dur. O, mighty well, Madam. 
Biſ. You ſee how a Woman's F ancy varies, ſometimes 


ſplenetick and heavy, then gay and frolickſome, —And 5 


how d' 'ye like the „ 


a Dine. 


mg © was AA. 
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Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer you, 


for I am heartily tir'd. 50 
Biſ. Fye upon't; a young Man, and t ap foe 


ſhame, and walk about. Action becomes us--a li ſe 


faſter, Sir — What d'ye think now of my Lad Le 
Pale, and Lady Coquet, the Dulce's fair Daughrer * 114! 
Are they not briſk Laſies ? Then there is bl.ck Mes. 


-_ and brown Mrs. Bel/face. 


Dur. They are all Strangers to me, Madam. 


Bi. But let me tell you, Sir, that brown is not: ways 5 
| deſpicable — O Lard, Sir, if young Mrs. Bagatcl! had 
kept her ſelf ſingle till this time o'day, what a Ber ty 

'  - there had been! And then, you know, tte charming . 
Mrs. Monkey/ove, the fair Gem of Sz. Cermains. | 


Dur. Upon my Soul, I don't. 


Biſ. And then you mult have heard af hi Eli. 

Beau, Spleenamore, how unlike a Gentleman- 

Dur. — a ö on't, as hope to be ſaved, 
Madam. 


Biſ. No! Why then play me a "fig: Come: Sir. 


Dur. By this e e faith, Madam, 1 have . 
ſprain'd my Leg. 


Biſ. Then fit you down, Sir; and now tell me what 5 


your Buſineſs with me? What's your Errand? Quick, 

quick, diſpatch — Odſo, may be you are ſome Gentle 
man's Servant, that have rene: me a Letter, « or a 

Haunch of Veniſon. | 


Dur. Sdeath, Madam, do I 1 like a 1 ? 


Biſ. O; cry you Mercy, I ſaw you juſt now, I miſ- 
took you, upon my Word; you are one of the travel- 
ling Gentlemen and pray, Sir, how do all our impu- 

dent Friends in 1taly? 


Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with a a more (e- 


rious Intention than your Entertainment has aniwer'd. 
Bi, Sir, your Intention of waiting on me was the great- 
_ eſt Affront imaginable, howe'er your Expreſſions may 

turn it to a Compliment : Your Viſit, Sir, was intended 
a5 Prologue to a very (curvyPlay, of which Mr. Mirabe! 
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Write a Lampoon- 

Sir, that my Reputation is above the Scandal of a 1 
bel, my Virtue is ſufficiently approv'd to thoſe whoſe 
Opinion is my Intereſt: And for the reſt, let them 
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and you ſo har eſomely laid the Plot 


Marry | / No, 10, 


Ja ane mere Honcur, Where's your Honour 3 | 


Where? 8 your Cour: ge NOW 7 Ads my Life, Lir. | have a | 
great mind to kick you—Go, go to your Fellow: Rake | 
now, rail at my Sex, ard get drunk fer Vexation, and | 
But I mult have you to know, 


talk what they will ; for when I pleaſe I'll be what! 


pleaſe, in ſpight cf you and all Mankind ; and ſo, my 1 
dear Man of Hino, if you be tir'd, con over this Leſ- E 
ſon, and fit there till I come to te. [uns e 


Dur. Tom ti dum. [Sings Ha, ha, ha, Ads 2 : 


„ BbfE I have a great mind to kick you : — Oons and : 
 Confiſfion ! [ Starts ap.] Was ever Man ſo abus Ks] 


Ay 5 Mirabel ſet me on. 
5 Enter Pore: 
"Ps: Well, Sir, how a'ye find your ſelf ? a 
Dar. You Sou of a nine ey'd Whore, dye come to 


abulc me? 1 1 kick you with a Vengeance, you Dog. 


ons runs 1 and Dur. 99 lin. 


| A CT III. 80 K N E 3 
e Old M babe and the Yau ug. 


1111 


O. Mir. OB, come hither, Bob. 


Air. Your Pleaſure, Io * 
' Old Mir. Are not you 2 great Rogue, Sirrah ? 
Mir. That's a little out of my Comprehenſion, Sir, 


for I've heard ſay, that I reſemble my Father. 


O/4 Mir. Your Father is your very humble 1 
tell thee what, Child, thou art a very pretty Fellow, and 


I love thee heartily ; and a very great Villain, and | 
hate thee mortally. 


Mir. Villain, Sir! Then I muſt be a very impudent 
one, for I can't recolle& any Paſſage of my Life that 


| I'm atham'd of, 


0 US 


dear Bob, prithee come hither vow: 
Money, Child? | 
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Old Mir. Come hither, my dear Friend; doſt ſee 

this Picture ? | [Shewos Sim a little Picture. 
Mir. Oriana's ? Pihaw ! | 

Oli Mir. What, Sir, won't you look upon't ?— Bob, 

—Doſt want any 


Mir. No, + ir. | 
Od Mir. Why then here's ſome * thee; come here 


now How cantt thou be ſo hard-hearted, an unnatural, 
unmannerly Raſcal (don't miſtake me, Child, I a'n't an- 
gry) as to abuſe this tender, lovely, g cood-ratur'd; de -] 
Rogue? — Why, the ſigho for thee, and cites for thee, 


outs for thee, and 8 for thee, the poor little ile ut 
of it is like to burit—Come, my dear oy. be 2904. a 


tur'd like your nown Father, be now and then tee lere, 
reead this the Effigies of the lovely Oriaua, with ten 
thouſand Pound to her Portion --ten thouſand Pound you 
Dog; tea thouſand Pound you Rogue; how dare you re- | 


fuſe a Lady with ten rhodlnd Pound, | net impudent 5 


to 15 - Raſcal ? 


Mir. Wil! you 5 me © peak, TY RD 
Ola Ilir. Hear you peak, tir l If you h: ad ten chouſand 


Wende you cou'd not out- talk ten thouſind Pound, Sir. 


Mir. Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me I'll be 8 


Sir! Fil take Polt tor Italy this Moment. 


O., Mir. Ah! the Fellow knows I won't part with 


him. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay ? 


Mir. The univerſal Reception, Sir, that Marriige ks | 


had in the World, is enough to fix it for a publick Good, 


and to Eraw every body into the Common Cauſe ; but 
there are ſome Conſtitutions, like ſome Initruments, fo 


peculiarly ſingular, that they make tolerable Muſick by 
themſelves, but never do well in a Conſort. | 
O74 Mir. Why this is Reaſon, I mult confeſs, but yet 
'tis Nonſenſe too; for tho? you ſhou'd reaſon like an 
Angel, if you argue yourſelf out of a good ae, you —_— 
talk like a Fool. 
Mr. But, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with the 
„ 3 . Kiches 


. SE > . \ C2 — a 

— — — * —— > "7 -- , - 
_— — — — * * > o I = 

1 2 * i 


_ ESSE uh = Es. 


We: 
Wi 
* + 

I 4 

- 
4 : 
$..0 


—_— - 


30 The Tnconſtant Or, 
Riches of Cræſus, you leave me but a Beggar for want 
of my Liberty. | 

Od Mir. Was ever ſoch a ed Fool heard? 
"Sdeath, Sir, why did I give you Education? was it to 
diſpute me out of my venies ? Of what Colour now is 


the Head of this Cane? You'll ſay 'tis white, and, ten 
to one, make me believe it too 1 — chat young 1 92 
Fellows ſtudy'd to get Money. 


Mir. No, tir, I have ſludy'd to deſpiſe i it; my Rea- 


: ding was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir. 


O. Mir. There he has me agen now. But, Sr, did 5 


not | marry to oblige you * 


Air. To oblige me, Sir, in what ined pray 3 1 
O. Mir. Why, to bring you into che World, Sir; + 


uan't that an Obligation? 


Mir. And becauſe 1 wou'd have it n an | Obligacen 


© avoid Marriage. 


Cd Nir. How 1s that, Sir? 
Air. Becauſe I wou'd not curſe the Hour I was ; han. IS 
O. Mir. Look'e, Friend, you may perſuade me out 


of my Deſigns, but nu command you out of yours ; 
and tho' you may convince my Reaſon that you are in 
the right, yet there is an old Attendant of Sixty three, 
call'd Poſitiveneſs, which yon nor all the Wits in Tah, 


ſill ever be ab'e to ſhake ; fo, Sir, you're a Wit, and 


15 l'in a Father; 3 you may talk, but I'll be obey'd. 


Mir. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman than 


the! Father; they firſt give us breeding that they don't 
underſland, then they turn us out of Doors 'cauſe we are 
wiſer than themelves. But I'm a little aforehand with 


the old Gentleman. [de.] Sir, you have been pleas d 
to ſettle 2 thouſand l'ound Sterling a Year upon me; in 


return of which, I have a very great Honour for you 


and jour F *amily, and thall take care that your only and 
beloved Son fhail do nothing to make him hate his Fa- 


ther, or to hang himſelf, So, dear Sir, I'm your very 


humble Servant. [ Runs off. 
O02 Air. Here, Surah, Rogue, Bab, Villain! . 


2 ultr | 


n De. 
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Enter Dugard. | 


Das. | Ah, Sir, tis but what he deſerves. 
0⁰ Mir. Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve it: what 


have you to ſay againſt my Boy, Sir ? 


Dug. I ſhall only repeat your own Words, 
on Mir. What have you to do with my Words ? 1 - 


| have ſwallow'd my Words already, I] have eaten them 
up, and how can you come at em, Sir ? 


Dug. Very eaſily, Sir: Tis but mentioning your in- 


re dWard, arid you willthrow them upagain immediately. 


014 Mir. Sir, your Sitter was a fooliſh young Flirt to 


truſt anyſuch young, decei:ful. rake-helly Rogue, like him. 


Dug. Cry you mercy, old Gentleman, [ thought we 


ſhou'd have the Words again. 
O Mir. And what then? 'Tis the way with young 
Fellows to flight old Gentlemen's Words, you never 
mind em when you ought. —I ſay, that Bed $ an n honeſt 

| Fellow, and who dares deny it? 


£ Enter Riſarre. 5 | 
Bi. That dare I, Sir :—1 ſay, that your tha "FT V 


wid foppiſh, whimſical, impertinent Coxcomb ; and 
were I abus'd as this Gentleman's Siſter i is, I wou'd make 
it an Hlalian Quarrel, and poiſon the whole Family. 


Dag. Come, Sir, tis no time ſor trifling, my Sifter is 


OE abas ; # you are wed ſenſible of the Affront, and your | 
© Hamas is concern'd to ſec her redreſs'd. 


O/ Mir. Look'e, Mr. Dugard, good Words go far- 


theſt. I will do your Siſter Juſtice, but it muſt be after 


my own rate, no body muſt abuſe my Son but myſelf. 
For altho' Robin be a ſad Dog, yet he” s no body's Pup- 
PY but my own. : 

Bi. Ay, that” s my {weet- natur'd, kind old Gentle- 
man - [/heedling him.) We will be good then, 


-M you'll ; join with us in the Plot. 
Old Mir. Ah, you coaxing young Baggage, what 
Plor can you have to wheedle a Fellow of Sixty three? 
Bi, A Plot that Sixty three is only good for, to bring 
| other * together, Sir; a * Plot leis dangerous 
1 4 than 
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than that of Eighty eight, and you muſt act the Spa. 
niard, *cauſe your Son will leaſt ſuſpect you; and if he 
ſhou'd, your Authority protects you from a Quarrel, to 
which Oriana is unwilling to expoſe her Brother. 
Ol Mir. And what part will you act in the Buſineſs, 
| Madam? | 
Bij. Myſelf, Sir; my Friend is grown a perfe& 
Chargeling: Theſe foolith Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads 
Pręiently; the Fellows no ſooner turn Kvaves, but we 
turn Fools: But I am till myſelf, and he may expeck 
the molt ſevere Uſage from me, cauſe I neither love 
him. nor hate lim. . 
Old Mir. Well aid, Mrs. Paradox ; bot, — who h 
muſt open the matter to him? _ 1 
Dig. Petit, Sir, who | is our Engineer General. And 8 
here | he comes. 
| Enter Petit. | 
Pet. 0 Sir, more Diſcoveries ; are all F "riends about us? 
| Dog. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely.” | 
Pet. You muſt know, S1;r—od's my Tits,” I'm out et } 
Breath ; you muſt know, Sir—you muſt know — | | 
Olli Mir. What the Devil muſt we know, Sir ? 
Piet. That I have [ Pants and blows. ] brib d Sir, brib dd 
—your Son's Sccretary of State. 
O14 Mir. Secretary of State! — he 5 that, for Heav' na 
ſake? 
Pet. HisValet-de-C 8 sir? You 3 ha Sir, = 
that the Intrigue lay folded up with his Maſter's Clothes, 
and when he went to duſt the Embroider'd Suit, the Se- 
cret flew out of the rigat Pocket of his Coat, ina whole 
ſwarm of your Crambo Songs, ſhort- tooted Odes, and 
long-legg'd Pindaricks. | 
Old Mir. Impoſſible | 
Pet. Ah, Sir, he has lov'd her all along ; ; there was 
Oriana in every Line, but he hates Marriage: Now, 
Sir, this Plot will ſtir up his Jealouſy, and we ſhall know 
by the ſlrength of that how to proceed farther. 
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Come, Cir, lets about it with ſpeed. | 
"Tis Expedition gives our King the (way ; 
For Expedition. too the r ench give way; 
Swift to attack, or {wift—to run away. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Mirabel and Biſarre, paſſing carele/ſy 5 v one another. 

Biſ. [di.] I wonder what the can fee in this Fel- 
low to like him 2 
Mir. ¶ Aſi i.] I wonder what my Friewt cen ſee in 
this Girl to admire her? 
Biſ. [ Alide.] A wild, foppiſh, extravagant Rake. hell. 
Mir. ¶ Aſide.] Alignt, whimbcal umpertinent Mad- Cap. 
Biſ. Whom do you mean, Sir? 
Air. Whom do you mean, Madam ? Ped 
B/. A Fellow that has nothing left to re. eſtabliſſliu him 
for a humane Creature, but a prudent Reſolution to has £ 
* himſelf. 
Mir. There is a way, Madam, to force 1 me to that 


e Reſolution, 


Biſ. FU do't with all my "Heart." 
Mir. Then you mult marry me. 
Bi. Look'e, Sir, don't think: your ill Miners to me 
flall excuſe your ill Uſage of my Friend; nor by fxing_ 
a Quarrel here, todiver: my Zeal for the abſent ; for I'm 
Telolv'd, nay, | come prepar'd to make you a Paneyyricl:, 
that ſhall mortify your Pride like any modern Dediciuon, 
Mir. And Il, Madam, like a true modern Patron, 
ſhall hardly give you thanks for your trouble. = 

Big. Come. Sir, to let youſee what little Pls you 
have for your dear Sufficiency, I'll tice you to pieces. 

Mir. And what piece will you chuſe? 
Bi. Your Heart, tobe ſure; cauſe I ſhou'd get * 
ly rid on't; your Courage | wou'd give to a Hector, our 
Wit to a lewd Play mal: er, your Honour to an Attorney, 
your Body to the Phyſicians, and your Soul to its Matter. 
Mir. I hid the oddeſt Dream lait Night of the 

| Dutcheſs of Burgundy ; methought the Furbbelows of 
her Gown were pinn'd up ſo high behind, that I cou'd | 
not fee her Head for her Tail. 
ii. The Creature don” c mind me do you think, Sir, 


© 2 ” -"- "hon - 
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that your humorous Impertinence can divert me! No Sir, 


I'm above ary Pleaſure that you can give, but that of ſee- 


35g you miſerable. And mark me, Sir, my Friend, my in- 


jor'd Friend ſhall yet be doubly happy, and you ſhall 


be a Huſband as much as the Rites of gs, and : | 
the Breach of 'em can make you. : 


[Here Mir. pul's out a Virgil, and reads to lief 


_ewhile fbe ſpraks.] 
Mir. [Reading. ] 4t Regina alas. (qui fallere pe Lo 


2 amant'm 9 


Diſimulare etiam ſper 5 22 tantum cv ery true. 
Poſſe nef aus. 


By your Favour, Frinnd Virgil, 'twas 1 a raſcally trick | 
| of your Hero to forſake poor Pug fo Wen. | 


Bi. I don't Know what to lay to him. The Devil 


| —what' 8 Virgil to us, Sir? 


Mir. Very much, Madam, the well appropo in the 


| World for. what ſhou'd 1 chop upon, but the very 
Place where the perjur'd Rogue of a Lover ard the for- 
faken Lady are battelling it tooth and nail, Come Ma- 
daam, ſpend your Spirits no longer, we'll take an eaſier 
method: I'll be .Zneas now, and you ſhall be Digs, and 
we'll rail by Book. Now for you, Madam Dido. 


Nec te noſter amor, nec te data dextera quondam, : 
Nec Moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido 


Ah poor Dido! [Looking at hob: 


Bi/. Rudeneſs, Affi onts, Impatience ! 1 could almoſt 


flart out even to Manhood; and want but a Weapon as 
long as his to fight him upon the ſpot. What ſhall I tay ? 


Mir. Now lhe rants. | 

' Due quibus antrferam ? jam jam nec Maxima Juno. 

B.. A Man ! No, the Woman's Birth was ſpirited away. 
Mir. Right, right, Madam, the very Words. 
Bi. And ſome pernicious Elf I-ft in the Cradle with Do 


human Shape to palliate growing Miſchief, 


[ Both jpeak together, and raiſe their Voices ty As 
Mir. Perfide, ſed duris genuit te Cautibus harrens 
Caucaſus, Hyrcaneque admorunt Uber a Tigres. 

Bi Go, Sir, fly to your Midnigh: Revels. — | 
Mir. [Excelleni.} / | ſequere Italiam wentis, pete regna 


per undas, | Spero. 
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pere equidem mediis, 2 * pia Numina poſunt. 

[ Tog ther again.] 
Bi Converſe with Imps of Darkneſs of your Make, 
your Nature ſtarts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the touch of 
| Virtue. Now the Devil take his Impudence, he vexes 
me fo, I don't know whether to cry or laugh at him. 
Mir. Bravely perform'd, my dear Libyan; [I'll write 
| the Tragedy of Did, and you ſhall act the Part: But 


you do nothing at all, unleſs you fret yourſelf into a Fit; 


for here the poor Lady i is ſtifled with Vapours, drops in- 
to the Arms of her Maids ; and the cruel, barbarous, 
_ deceitful Wanderer, is in the very next Line calbd Pinus 
LEntas. —There's Authority for ye. 


Sorry indeed neas ſtood 
To fee her in a Pout; | 
| But FZove himſelf, who ne'er thought good 
To ſtay a ſecond Bout, 
| Commands him off with all his Crew, LIL 
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. (Rua cf. 
Bi. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, agree · 
able Fellow. O' my Conſcience I mult excule Orians. 
That Lover ſoon his angry Fair diſarms, 55 
Whoſe Slighting pleaſes, and whoſe Faults are Charme. 5 
Enter Petit, runs about to e Deo, and knocks. 
Pet. Mr. Mirabel, Sir, where are E no where 
to be found ? 
Enter Mirabel. 
Mir What's the matter, Petit? | | 
Pet. Moſt critically met.—Ah, Sir, that one who has 
follow'd the Game ſo long, and brought the poor Hare 
juſt under his Paws, ſhould let a Mungrel Cur chop in, 
and run away with the Puſs. 
Mir. If your Worſhip can get out of your Allegories, 
be pleas'd to tell me in three Words what you mean. 
Pet. Plain, plain, Sir. Your Miſtreſs and mine is 
Zoing to be marry' d. 5 : 
Mir. I believe you lye, Sore” -. - ; 
Fer. Vour bumble en Sir. bone Nir. 
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Mir. Come hither Petit. Marry'd, ſay you ? 
Pet. No, Sir, *tis no matter; I only thought to do 


Jou a Service, but I ſhall take care how I ccnfer my 
Favours for the future. 


Mir. Sir, I beg ten thouſand Pardons. [ Bowwing low. 
Pet,” Tis enough, Sir, I come to tell you, Sir that Oriana 


is this Moment to be facrific'd ; marry'd paſt Redemption. 
Mir. I underſtand her, fhe*1] take a Hulband out of ſpight 


to me, and then out of love to me ſhe will make him a 


Cuckold; 'tis ordinary with VVomen to marry one Perſon 


for the ſake of another, and to throw themſelves into 
the Arms of one they hate, to ſecure their Pleaſure with 


the Man they love. But who is the happy Man ? 
Piet. A Lord, Sir. 


Mir. I'm her L adyſhip's moſt hamble Servant; 4 


| and a Title, hey ! room for my Lady's Coach, a front 


Row in the Box for her Ladyſhip ; Lights, Lights for 
her Honour. —Now muſt I be a conſtant Attender at 


my iord's Levee, to work my way to my Lady's 
| Couchee—a Counteſs. I preſume, Sir.— — 


Pet. A Spaniſh Count, Sir, that Mr. Dugard hn S-- 
; ei is come to Paris, ſaw your Mittrels yeſterday, mar- 


Ties her to-day, and whips her into Spain to-morrow. 
ir. Ay, is it ſo? and mutt I follow my Cuckold 


over the Pyrenees ? Had ſhe marry'd within the Precincts 5 
of a Billet-deux, I wou'd be the Man to lead her co 


Church ; but as it happens, I'll forbid che Banes. Where 
1s this mighty Don ? 


Pet. Have a care, Sir, he'sa roach crols- nies "TIRE _ 
and there's no tampering with him; wou'd you apply to 


Mr. Dugard, or the Lady her ſelf, ſomething might be 


done, ſor it is in deſpight to you, that the Buſineſs is carry d 
ſo haſtily. Odſo, Sir, here he comes. I muit be gone. [ Exit. 


Enter Old Mir. dreſi'd in a Spaniſh Hatit leading Oriana, 


Ori. Good my Lord, a nobler Choice had better ſuited 
your Lordihip's Merit. My Perſon, Rank, and Circum- 
ne me as the un. Theme of nates - 


and, 


— —— — — * 2 
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and ſubject me to ſo injurious Uſage, my Lord, that 
I can lay no Claim to ny part of your Regard, — | 


your Pity. 
Old Mir. e he vital Air, that dares preujme 


With rude Behaviour to . ſuch Excellence ! . 


Shew me the Man 


And you ſhall ſee how my fudden Revenge 


Shall fall upon the Head of ſuch Preſumption. 


Is this mg one? N * to Mirabel 


Mir. Sir ! : 

Oi. Good my Sad | 

Ola Mir. If he, or any he! | 

Ori. Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman” Sa hinges: 


Old Mir. O your Pardoa: dir—but if you had re- 
member, Sir—the Lady now is mine, her Injurics are 


mine; therefore, Sir, you undcritand me- Come, Madam. 
[Leads Oriana to ihe Door, (he goes off, Mir. rans _ 
| to his Father, and pulli him ty the Sleeve. 


5 Mir. E coute, Monſieur Le Cont. 


Old Mir. Your Buſineſs, Sir? 
Mir. Boh! 
Od Mir. Boh! What Lag is that, Sir | 2 
Mir. Spaniſo, my Lord. 
Od Mir. Wnat d'ye mean y 


Mar. This, Sir. 8 ( 1 þ:s Heels. 55 


Old Mir. A very conciſe Quarcel. tuly—T' }l bully nim. 
—Trinidado Seigneur, g-ve me fair play. [ OHering to v iſe. 
Mir. By all means, ir, { Takes away his Swor 4. ] Now 


Seigneur, wheic's that bombaſt Look, and fuliun race | 
your Countſhip wore juſt now ? [Strikes him. 


O Mir. The Rogue quarrels well, very well, my 
own Son right !—But hold, Sirrah, no more Jelting ; 


I'm your Father, Sir, your Father. 


Mir My Father! Then by this Light I cou'd find in 


my heart to pay thee, [ 4/ide.] Is the Fellow mad: Why 
ſure, Sir, I ha'n't frighted you out of your: Senſes 5 


_ Old Mir. But you have, — 8 
A. 
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Mir. Then I'll beat them into you again. 

[ Offers to ſtrike 1 | 

O14 Mir. Why Rogue. dear Hob, don't you 
know me, Child ? 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellows downright diſtracted; - 


Thou Miracle of Impudence: would'ſt thou make me be- 


lieve that ſuch a grave Gentleman as my Father wou'd 


8 go a Maſquerading thus? That a Perſon of threeſcore 


and three wou'd run about in a Fool's Coat to diſgrace 
himſelf and Family? Why, you impudent Villain, do 
vou think Iwill ſuffer ſuch an Affront to paſs upon my 


honour'd Father, my worthy Father, my dear Father? 


Sdeath, Sir, mention my Father but once again, 


and ]'ll ſend your Soul to my Grandfather this Minute ! 


[Offering to flab him. 
Oli Mir. Well, well, Iam not your Father. 

Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the ſawcy, bectoring 
| Spaniard, and I'll uſe you accordingly. 1 5 5 
Old Mir. The Devil take the Spaniards, Sir, we have 5 
all got nothing but Blows ſince we began to take their part, 
Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs 

t Mirabel, the reſt to the Old Gentleman. 
Dig. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your Father! 
Mir. My Father! What is the whole —— mad * 
= Give me way, Sir, I won't be held. . 


Old Mir. No ? nor [ neither; let me be gone, pray. . 


- (Offering to g. 
Mir. My Faber £ 15 


Old Mir. Ay, you Dog's Face Tam your Father, for! 
baue bore as much for thee, as your Mother ever did. 
Mir. O ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems, a Deſign, 
2 a Contrivance, a Stratagem—Oh ! how my Bones axe | 
Old Mir. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours? 
Mir. Why, Sir, ha'n't l been beating my own F leſn 
and Blood all this while? O Madam, [To Oriana. L 
wiſh your Lady ſhip Joy of your new N Here was 
2 Contrivance indeed. 7 
Pet. The Contrivance was well enough, su, far they 
- impos'd vous us all. : | Alic. 
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Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don Quixot 
battel for you bravely ? ey Fathes will anſwer for the 


Force of my Love. 
Ori. Pray, Sir, don't an the Misfortunes of your 


cn creating. 


Dug. My Prudence will be counters Cowardice, if 1 
ſtand tamely now. —[ Comes up between Mirabel and his 
$ifter.] Well, Sir! | 
Mir. Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of your 
Tenants, Sir, that you put on your Landlord- face at me? 
* On what Preſumption, 5 dare . aſſume thus? 
[ Draaut. 
Old Mir. What' I that to you, 8 = | [Prows. 
Pai. Help, help, the Lady _ - 
[ Oriana Fall; into her Maid, has 
I Vapours! Vapours! ſhe'll come to ber ſelf; II 
© be an angry Fit, a Dram of An Fætida If Jealouſy, 
HFart's- horn in Water — If the Mother, burnt Feathers 
—If Grief, Rafi If it be ſlrait Stays, or Corns there's 
nothing like a Dram of plain Brandy. Exit. 
Ori. Hold off, give me Air—O my Brother, wou'd 
you preſerve my Life, endanger not your own ; wou'd you _ 
defend my Reputation, leave it to it felf ; 'tis a dear Vin- 
dication that's purchas'd by the Sword; for tho' our 
Champion prove victorious, yet our Honour is wounded. 
O Mir. Ay, and your Lover may be wounded, 
that's another, thing. But I think 3 are Pretty brifc | 
again, my Child. | 7 
Ori. Ay, Sir, my Indiſpoſition was als a 88 
to divert the Quarrel ; ; the Soyo Taſte of your Sex, 
Excuſes this Artifice in ours. f 
Fer often, when our chief Perf. 2 fail, 
Our chief Defeas with fooliſh Men prevail, [E N 
Pet. Come, Mr. Dugard, take Courage, there 1 
way (till left to fetch him : again. 
O Mir. Sir, r . have! no Plot chat has any Relation 
to Spain. : 
Dug. J (corn all Artifice whatſoever ; 53 m Gord hall. 
do her Juſtice. „ a 1 5 Pet. 
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Pet. Pretty Juſtice, truly! Suppoſe you run him thro' 
the Body; you run her thro' the Heart at the ſame time. 
O. Mir. And me thro' the Head rot your 3 
Sir, we'll have Plots; come, Petit, let's hear. | 
Pet. What if ſhe pretended to go into a Neazery, and 
ſo bring him about to declare himlelf ? 
Dug. That I muſt confeſs, has a Face, RS 
Od Mir. face! A Face like an An gel, 8 Sir. Ad's my 
Life, Sir, 'tis the moſt beautiful Plot 3 in Chri/terd:m. 
We'll about i it immediately. _ { Excun!. 
1 8 N E, ib an. 1 
Duretete ard Mirabel. 5 
. K ] And tho' I can't dance, nor fing, 
nor talk like you, yet I can fight, you know 1 can, Sir.” 
Mir. I know thou canſt, Man. | 
Dur. Sdeath, Sir and I will: Lett me ſee the proudeſ 
Man alive make a jeſt of me ! = 
Mir. But I'll engage to make you ES 5 1 
Dur. Danc'd to Death! Baited like a Bear! ! Ridicul 4! FE 
threaten' d to be kick'd ! Confuſion ! Sir, you ſet nie on, 


5 and J will have Satisfaction; all Mankind will point at me. 


Mir. [ Aſide ] 1 muſt give this Thunderbolt ſome Pal- 
5 ſage, or 'twill break upon my own Head — —Look'e, 
 Daretete, what do theſe Gentlemen laugh at 2 . 
„ Enter tauo Gentlemen. „ 
8 At me to be ſure —Sir, what made you laugh 
at me? | | 
1 Gen. Youre e Sir, if 1 we were merry, we 
had a private Reaſon. | 
2 Gen. Sir, we don't know you. | 
Dur. Sir, I'll make you know me; mark ard obſerve : 
me, | won't be nam'd ; it ſhan't be ment:on'd, rot even 
whiſper'd in your Fray ers a Church, Sdeath, . d: ye. 
ſmile ? ET 
1 Gen. Not I, upon my Word. 
Dur. Why then, look grave as an 1 Owl i in a Barn, or 2 
Far with his Crown a ſhaving. 
Mir. (Ade to the Gent. ah Don t be. bully'd, out of your 
Humour, | 
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Humour, Gentlemen ; the Fellow's mad, laugh at him, 
and I'll ſtand by you. | 

1 Gen. |-gad and ſo we will. 

' Beth. Ha, ha, ha. | | 

Dur. Very pretty. 8 She threnes's to kick 
me. Ay, then, you Dogs, I'll murder ye. | Fights. 

and beats them off, Mir. runs over t his ſide. 
Mir. ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Duret-te, there you had 


him, noble Captain; hey, they run, they run, Victoria, Vic- 


Hria--Ha, ha, ha,--how happy am Tinan excellent Friend! 
Tell me of your Virtuoſo's and Men of Senſe, a parcel of 
ſour. fac d plenetick Rogues —a man of my thin Conſti- 


tution ſhou'd never want a Fool in his Company : I don't 


affect your fine things that improve the Underſtanding, 
but hearty laughing to fatten my Carcaſe: Ard in my F 

Conſcience, a Man of Senſe is as melancholy without a 

Coxcomb, as a Lion without a Jackall; he aunts for our 

| Diverſion, ſtarts Game for our — and perfectly feeds : 


1 with nn. 


3 hate the man who Shes Acquaintance 1 nice, 
And ſtill diſcreetly plagues me with Advice; 
Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, 
And mult give Reaſons for whate'er he ſays. 
The Man, indeed, whoſe Converſe is ſo full, 
Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull : 


. Give me the careleſs Rogue, who never thinks, 


That plays the fool as freely as he drinks. 

Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, 

- But one that Nature, not his Wants have made. 
Who still is merry, dat does ne'er deſign it: 
And ſtill is ridicul'd, but ne'er can find it. 

Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the belt; 
And his molt grave Expreſſion is a Jelt. 
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ACTIV. SCENE, 0/4 Mirabel“, Houſe. 
Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 


Dug. THE Lady Abbeſs is my Relation, and privy to 
3 the Plot: your on has been there, but had 


no Admittance beyond the Privilege of the Grate, and : 


there my Siſter refus'd to fee him. He went off more net- 
tled at his Repulſe, than | thought his Gaiety cou'd admit. 
Old Mir. Ay, ay, this Nunnery will OY” him — 
1 warrant ye. 
| Enter Duretete. | 
. Here, where ate ye all —0¹ Mr. Mirabel, you 
: have done fine things for your Polterity—And you, Mr. 


Dugard, may come to anſwer this ] come to demand _ 


mY Friend at your Hands ; reflore him, Sir, or — | 


[To Old Mir. 
Ola Mir. Reſtore bim ! What d'ye think J have * 


— him in my Trunk, or my Pocket ! 


the World; and in three Words, has— 


turn'd Fryar | 


Dur. Sir, he's mad, and you're the Cauſe ent. 80 
0 Mir. I hat may be; for I'v was as mad as he oY 
1 begot him. | 
Duug. Mad, Sir! What dye mean 2 

Was. What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting u op your 
Siſter yonder, to talk like a Parrot thro' a Cage ? — 
Or a Decoy Duck, to draw others into the Snare? Your | 
Son, Sir, becauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken | 


Old Mir. Hang'd himſelf! _ 
Dur. The very ame, turn'd Fryar. x 
Ola Mir. Few ye, Sir, *tis ten times worſe. Bob 
Why ſhould the Fellow ſhave his a 
fooliſh Crown when the ſame Razor may cuthis Throat? 
Dur. If you have any Command, or you any Intereſt 
over him, loſe not a Minute. He has thrown himſelf _ 
into the next Monaſtery, and has order'd me to pay off 
his Servants, and diſcharge his Equipage. 
0% Mir. Let me alone to ferret him aut; I'll has 
ſice the Abbot, if he receives him; I'll try whether the 
Spiritual or the Naa] F Aber has the moſt Right G 1 - 
I 
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Child. But, dear Captain, what has he done with his 
; Eflate | ? | 

Dur. Settled it upon the Church, fs: 

Ol Mir. The Church! Nay, then the Devil won't get 
him out of their Clutches — Ten thouſand Livres a Year 
upon the Church! Tis downright Sacrilege. - Come, 
Gentlemen, all hands to work; for half that Sum, one 
of theſe Monaſteries ſhall protect you a Traytor from the 
Law, a Rebellious Wife from her Husband, and a Diſ- 
obedient Son from his own Father. [ Exit. 
Dag. But will ye e me that he's gone to a Mo- 
| naltery ? 4 | 
Dur. Is your Siſter gone to the Fiiles Repentien 2 I tell : 
you, Sir, ſhe's not fit for the . of l Maids. 

Dug. Why ſo, Sir? | 
| 3 Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor t other; ſhe's 8 too 
5 old to be a Maid, and too young to „„ 1 
' [Exit ; Dug. after bi. 
80 ENE, the fl of a Monaſtery ; ; Oriana in a 
f  Nun's Habit; Biſarre 7 
1 0: i. 1 Koa Biſarre, there is no harm i in jeting with. 
this Religious Habit. 7 
B/ To me, the greateſt Jeſt i in the Habit, is ks 
it in earneſt: I don't underliand this unprifoning People 

with the Keys of Paradiſe, nor the Merit of that Virtue 
Which comes by Conftraint - Beſides, we may own to 
one another, that we are in the worſt Company when a- 
mong ourſelves ; for our private thoughts run us into 
thoſe Defires, which our Pride reſiſts from the Attacks 
of the World; and, you may remember, the firſt Wo- 
man met the Devil when ſhe retir'd from her Man. 
Ori. But I'm reconcil'd, methinks, to the Mortification 
of a Nunnery ; becauſe I fancy the Habit becomes me. 
Biſ. A well-contriv'd Mortification, truly, that makes a 
Woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe did before 
Ay, my dear, were there any Religion in becoming Dreſs, 
our Sex's Devotion were rightly plac'd ; for our Toy-_ 
lets wou'd do the Wer of the Altar ; ; we cd all be 
One's. 5 Ori. | 


U 


1 
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Ori. But don't you think there is a great deal of Me. 


Tit in dedicating a beautiful Face and Perton to the Ser- 


vice of Religion ? 
Bi. Not half fo much, as devoting 'em to a pretty 
Fellow: If our Feminality had no Buſineſs in this World, 


2 why was it ſent hither ? Let vs dedicate our beautiful 
Minds to the Service of Heaven. And for our hand- 


ſome Perſons : they become a Box at the Play, as well 


as a Pew in the Church. 


Ori. But the Viciſſitude of ban the [nconllancy | 


of Man, with other Diſappointments of Life, require 
ſome place of ons e from cheir Perlecu- | 
tion. 


B50 Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any Devo- 


tion in a Fellow! s going to Church, when he takes it only 
for a Sanctuary ? Don't you know that Religion conſiſts 
in Charity with all Mankind; and that you ſhould never 
think of being Friends with Heaven, till you have quar - 
rell'd with all the World. Come, come, wind your Bu- 
ſineſs, Mirabel loves you, tis now plain, and hold him 
tot; give freſh orders that he ſhan't ſee you: We get 
more by hiding our Faces ſometimes, than by expolting _ 
them; a very Mask, you ſee, whets Bare ; but a pair 
of keen Eyes thro” an Iron Grate, fire double upon em, 
with View and Diſguiſe. But I muſt be gone upon my 
Affairs, 1 have brought my Captain about again, 


Ori. But why will you trouble e wich that Cox- | 


comb? 


Bi/. Becauſe he i is a Conc had I not better have 


a Lover like him, that I can make an Aſs of, than a Lo- 
ver like yours, to make a Fo-l of me. [ Knocking below ] 
A Meſſage from Mirabel, I'll lay my Life. {She runs 
to the Dior. ] Come hither, Rs thou charming Nun, 
come hither. 


Ori. What's the News? [Rams to her. 
Bi. Don't you ſee who's below ? „ TS 
Ori. I ſee no body but a Fry ar. 
Bu. Ah! Thou poor blind Capi o' wy N . 
r 
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theſe Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads inſtantly ! the Fellows 
no ſooner turn Knaves, than we turn Fools. A Fryar! don't 
you ſee a villainous gentee] Mien under that Cloak of Hy- 
pocriſy, the loole careleſs Air of a tall Rakehelly Fellow? 
Ori. As | live, Mis, abel turn'd Fryar ! I hope, in 
e EEE EET: 
Bi In earneſt : Ha, ha, ha, are you in earreſt? Now's | 
your time; this Diſguiſe has he certainly taken for a Paſs- 
port, to get in and try your Reſolutions; Rick to your Ha- 


dit to be ſure; treat him with Diſdain, rather than Anger; 


for Pride becomes us more than Paſſion : Remember what 
I ſay, if you wou'd yield to advantage, and hold out the 
Attack; to draw him on, keep him off to be fare. 
The cunning Gameſters never gain tos faſt, 3 
But ſoſe at firſt, to cuin the more at laſt. [ Exit. 
Ori. His coming puts me into ſome ambiguity, I don't 
know how; I don't fear him, but I miitruſt myſelf ; 
wou'd he were not come, yet Iwou'd not have him gone 
either; Pm afraid to talk with him, but I love to fee 
| What a ſtrange Poxwer has this funtaſtic Fire, 
That makes us dread even what we molt deſire ! 
Exxter Mirabel in Fryar's Habit. 
Air. Save you, Siſter -- Your Brother, young Lady, 
having a regard for your Soul's Health, has ſent me ta 
prepare you for that ſacred Havit by Confeſſion. 
Ori. That's falſe, the cloven oot already. [ Afde.] My 
Brother's Care I own; and to you, {.cred vir, | confeſs, 
that the great crying Sin which I have longinduleg*dandnow = 
prepare to expiate, was Love, My Mornigg { bovghts, my 
Evening Prayers, my daily Moufinys, Nightly Cares, was 
Love! My preſent Peace, my future Bliſs, the Joy of 
Earth, and Hepes of Heaven] Hall contemn'd for Love! 
Mir. She's downright ttark mad in earneſt; Death 
and Contuhon, I have loſt her! f.7:4e.] You confeſs 
your Fault, Madam, in ſuch moving 'Ferms, that 1 
could almolt be in love with the Sins. 
Ort. Take care, Sir; Crimes, like Virtues, are their 
own Reward:; my chief Delight became my only Grief 


he 
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he in whoſe Breaſt I thought my Heart ſecure, turn'd 
Robber, and deſpoil'd the 'Ireaſure that he kept. 

Mir. Perhaps that Treaſure he eſteems ſo much, that 
like the Miſer, tho' afraid to uſe it, he reſerves it ſafe. 
Ori. No, holy Father; who can be Miler in another's. 
Wealth that's Prodigal of his own ? His Heart was open, 
ſhar d to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt then become of 
mine? But the ſame eyes that drew this Paſſion i in, ſhall 
ſend it out in Tears, to which now hear my Vow. — 
Mir. ¶ Diſcovering himſelf.) No, my fair Angel. but 

, let me repent; here on my Knees behold the Criminal, 

that vows Repentance his. Ha! No concern upon ber! 


Ori. This Turn is odd, and the time has been, that ſuch a 


ſudden change wou d have ſurpriz' dme into ſome Confuſion. 

Mir. Reſtore that happy Time, for I am now return d 

to myſelf, for I want but pardon to deſerve JO Fa- 
vour, and here I'II fix till you relent and give it. 


Ori. Groveling, ſordid Man ; why wou'd you ts 1 
_ thing to make you kneel; Monarch in your Pleaſures to 
be Slave to your Faults ? Are all the Conqueſts of your 


wandring Sway, your Wit, your Humour, Fortune, all 


reduced to the baſe cringing of a bended Knee > Servile 


and Poor! Pray Heav'n this Change be real. [Afide. 
Mir. I come not here tojuſtify my Fault but my Submiſ- 
ſion, for tho” there be a meanneſs in this humble Poſture, 
** nobler ſtill to bend whenJullice calls, than to reſiſt Con- 
viction. 
Ori. No more—thy oft repeated violated Words re- 
_ proach my weak Belief, tis the ſevereſt Calumny to hear 
_ thee ſpeak; that humble Poſture which once cou'd raiſe, 
now mortifies my Pride; how canſt thou hope for Par- 
don from one that you affront by asking it? DT 
Ulir. [Riſ.s.] In my own Cauſe I'll plead no more, 
but give me leave to intercede for you againſt the hard 
Injunction of that Habit, which for my fault you wear. 
Ori. Surpriſing Inſolence ! My greateſt Foe pretends 
to give me Counſel; but I am too warm upon ſo cool a 
5 babjec. My Reſolutions, Sir, are fix d! dat in our Hearts 


were | 
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were united with the Ceremony of our Eyes, ſo I ſhall 
ſpare ſome Tears to the Separation. Mcp] That's all; 
farewel. 

Mir. And muſt I loſe her? No. R. and catches 
ber.] Since all my Prayers are vain, I'll uſe the nobler : 
Argument of Man, and force you to the Jultice you re- 
fuſe 3 you're mine by Pre contract: And where's the 
Vow ſo ſacred to diſannul another? I'll urge my Love, 
your Oath, and plead my Cauſe *gainlt all Monaſtick 

Shifts upon the Earth. | 
Ori. Unhand me, Raviſher! Wou'd you woken theſe 

Joly Walls with Violence? Revenge for all my paſt diſ- 
grace now offers, thy Life ſhou'd anſwer this, wou'd I 

provoke the Law: Urge me no farther, but be gone. 

Air. Inexorable 8888 let me kneel ay. 


 [Aeels, 
Wh wer Old Mirabel. 
08 Mir. Where, where's this Counterfeit Nun? 
Ori. Madneſs ! Confuſion ! I'm ruined! _ 1 
Mir. What do I hear! ? [Puts on his Hood.) What di d 5 
| you lay, vw? 
* O14 Mir. I ſay ſhe's a n and you may be 


another for aught I know, I have lol my Child * 
f thats Tracks, Sir. 


Mir. What T ricks, Sir? Re | 

Old Mir. By a pretended Trick, Sir, A Contrivance _ 
to bring my Son to reaſon, and it has made him ſtark 
mad; I have loſt him and a thouſand Pound a Year. 
5 Mir. { Diſcovering himſelf. ] My dear Father, I'm your 
moſt humble Servant. | 
Old Mir. My dear Boy, [Runs and 2 11 Wel⸗ 
come, ex inferis, my dear Toy, "tis all a Trick, ſhe's 
no more a Nun than I am. ” | 

Mir. No! 


Oli Mir. The Devil a bit. 
Mir. Then kiſs me again, my dear Dad, for the moſt 
5 happy News. —_ now molt venerable holy Sitter. 

[ Kneels, 
| Tour 
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Your Mercy and your Pardon 1 implore, 
For the Offence of ashing it before. . 
Look'e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Advice, 
be a Nun in good earneſt ; Women make the beſt Nuns 
always whenthey can't do otherwiſe. Ah ,my dear Father, 


there is a Merit in your Son's Behaviour that you little 
think; the free Deportment of ſuch Fellows as I, makes 


c . more Ladies Religious, than all the Pulpits in France. 


Ori. Ol vir. how unhappily have you deſtroy'd what 
Was ſo near Perfection! He is the Counterfeit that has 


deceiv'd you. 


Old Mr. Ha! Look'e, Sir, I recant, he is a Now. 
Mir. Sir, your bumble Servant, then I'm a Far 
this Moment. D 
Old Mir. Was ever an ola Fool fo W is a Brace 
o' young ones; hang you both, you' re both Counter- | 
feits, and my Plot's ſpoil'd, that's all. 
Ori. Shame and Confuſion, Love. 8 and Dilap 
 pointment, will TR my Brain to Madneſs, _ g 
| [ Throws Lf ber Habit. Exit. EE 
Mir. Ay, ay. throw by the Rags, they have ſerv'd a 
turn or us both, and they | ſhall e'en go off together. 
[Takes off his Habit, 


Thus ale fk 72 etch, when tortur'd by his Pain, 
Aud finding all E Hays for Life are ain; 
When the Phyſician can no more deſign, 

Then calls the other Doctor, the Mas. 

* hat Vows to Heaven, Wau 4 Heaven reſſore bis i 

| Health; | | 

5 Ve o all to Heaven, his Thou: tt, his Arions, N calt: 
But if reſtor'd to Vigour as * 3 5 

H. Health refiſes aubat his Sickneſs ſavore. 

The Body is no ſooner H ais d and Vell, 

But be weak Soul relapſes into It; 
To all its former Swing of Life is led, 

And (caves its Vows aud Promiſes in Bed. 


Lite, throwing away the Habit. 
SCENE 
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SCENE changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe : Duretete with 
2 Letter. 
Dur. [ Reads.) 
Y Rudene/s was only a Proof of your Humour, which 
I have found ſo agreeable, that I own myſelf pe- 


nitent, and willing to make * Ref aration 4fon your firft 


Appear ance to BBISARR E. 
Mirabel (wears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it; then 
farewel Gallantry, and welcome Revenge; tis my turn 
now to be upon the Sublime, I'll take her off, 1 warrant * 
| Enter Biſarre. | 8 
well, Miſtreſs, do you love me! 2 
Bi I hope, Sir, you will pardon the Modeſty 3 
Dur. Of what? of a FOTO Devil!—Do you . me, 5 
I To 
3 Perhaps I 1— WEN _ . 
Dur. What: 
Biſ. Perhaps I do GE: „„ 
Dar. Ha! 3 again! Death, is, Fn 
Bi. Hold, hold, Sir, I do, I do! nh 2 
. Gai it then by your Obedience, ſtand Soon: 2 
and Ogle me now, as if your Heart, Blood, and Soul wers 


like to fly out at your Eyes — Firſt, the direct Surpriſe 


[She looks full upon him. ] Right; next the Deux yeux par 
_ oblique. [She gives him the ide Glance.) Right; now de- 


part, and languiſh. | She turns From him, and looks over © 


ber Shoulder.) Very well; now Sigh. [She Sighs.] Now . 
drop your Fan a purpoſe. [She Fe. her Fan.] "Now take 
it up again: Come now, confeſs n are not you. 1 

a proud ſay after me. 
Bi. Proud. 
Dur. Impertinent. oy 
_Bij. Impertinent. 
Dur. Ridiculous. 
Biſ. Ridiculous. 
Dur. Flurt. 
Biſ. Puppy. 
| Dar. Coons Woman, don: t provoke m me. ve are a 


an 
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and you don't know but the Devil may tempt me to do 
you a \liichief. ask my Pardon immediately. 

Pi. do, Sir, I only miſtook the Word. 


Dur. Cry then, ha” you gote'er a Handkerchief 2 5 
Pif Yes, vr. 


Dur. Cry then, nl; ; cry like a Queen i in a 


"TOP" [She pretending to cry, burſts out @ laughing, = 


and enter . Ladies . | 


B. Ha, ha, ha. 
Ladies bath ] Ha, ha, = | 
Dur. Hell broke looſe upon me, and all the Furies 
flatter'd about my Ears! betray'd again! 
Bi/. That you are upon =y Word, Ä dear Captain 
| ha, ha, ba. 5 
Dur. The Lord Jeliver we, Ys. 
I Laay. What! Is this the mighty Man with the Bull- 
hoy that comes to frighten Ladies? | long to ſee him an- 
gry; come begin. 1 
Due. Ah, Madam, Pm the belt natur'd Fellow i in the 
World. 
2 Lach. A Man! We re mites. a dive has 8 | 
| the aukward Creature is ſome Tioker's Trull «a Trio; 5 
| "oy Come, Ladies, let's examine him, 
| (They lay hold on him. Hh 
Daw: ies f the Devil) you will! 
Bi. I'll lay my Life, ſome great Dairy Maid in Man' s 
Clothes. 5 
Dur. They will do' c lock e, dear Chriltian Women, 


pray hear me. 


Bif. Will you ever attempt a Lady 5 e again? 

Der. If you pleaſe to let me get away with my Ho- 

nour, I'd do any thing in the World. 855 

Ziſ. Will you per! aade your Friend to marry mire Fe 55 

Dar. O, yes, to be ſure. | 
Bif. And will you dot the Gas by wie't 5 
Dir. Burn me if l do, if the Coaſl be clear. | Runs out. 
Bi. Ha, ha, ha, the Vide, Ladies, A tor our Di- 

verhun; we'll go make ai eud of our lea, [Exeunt. 
3 | %%% fo = vc Exter 
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Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. 

Mir. Your Patience, it, tell vou | won't marry ; and 
tho' you ſend all the Biſhops in France to perſuade me, I 


ſhall never believe their Doctrine againlt their Pravtice. 


Old Mir. But will you ditobey your Father, Sir ? 


Mir. Wou'd my Father have his youthful Son lie 11z- 


ing here, bound to aWife,chin'd like a Monkey to make 
ſport to a Woman, ſubject to her Whims, Humours, 
Longings, Vapours and Caprices, to have her one day 


leas'd, to-morrow pecvi u, the next day mad, the fourth 


rebellious; and nothing hae: this Succetlion of Imperti— 


nence for Ages together... : Be merciful, Sir, 1 on 


Fleſh and Blood. 


O14 Mir. But, Sir, did 1 not T bear all this, why ſhould | 


| not you? 1 | | 
Mir. Then you think that Marriage, lie Treaſon, 


ſhould attaint the whole Body; pray conſider, bir, i» it. 


U 


reaſonable becauſe you throw yourielt down. f. em one 


Story, that [moſt caſt myſelf headlong from ehe 4 


5 Window? You Wou d C2; npel me (0 that 3 Wulen 
I have heard you 8 e your ſelf, when my Motuer and 8 


you have battel'd it fur a whole Week. together. 
Old Mir. Never but once, vou Rogue, and that Was 


when the long'd for ſix Flard:rs Mares: Ay, Sir, then 


ſhe was bieeding of you, Which lex d What an expen- 
five Dog 1 ibould have of you. 

--. Pter Petit. 

: Well Petit, how does ſhe now? 


Pet. \; ad. Sir, can Pampos —— Av, Mr, Mirabel. you 1 
believe tuat | {peak truth, now w hen I conf-1s that l Gave 
told you hitherto nothing but Lyes; our Jeſting is come 


to a {ad earnelt, ſhe's downrigiit d dutracted. 
Euter Biſarre. | 
Bir Whas i is this mighty * iclor be great Ex- 


ploit is done; Go triumph in the Glory of yuur Congueit 
inhuman, barbarous Man! O] Sir, [79 the old Gentle 
man] your wretched Ward has found a tender Guardian 
of you, where her young innocence expected Protection, 
here has the fouud her Ruin, C2 O. Mir. 
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Old Mir. Ay, the fault is mine, for 1 believe that 
Rogue won't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch another 
diſobedient Son as his Father did. I have done all I can, 
Madam, and now Can do no more than run mad for 
| Company. | [ Cries. 
Enter Dugard with his Sword drawn. | 
Dug. Away ! Revenge, Revenge. 
Old Mir. e Patience, Sir. | 
; Lone Mirabel bolds zun. 
Bos draw. C aide. 
D. Patience, the Comard's Views, and the brave 
Man's Failing, when thus provok'd — Villain!“ 


Mir. Your Siſter's Frenzy ſhall excuſe your Madneſs ; | 


| and to ſhew myCc ncern for what ſhe ſuffers, I'll bear the 
Villain from her Brother. Put up your Anger with your 
Sword; I have a Heart like yours, that ſwells at an 


Affront receiv'd, but melts at an Injury given; and if the | 
lovely Oriana's Grief be ſuch a moving Scene, twill find 


a A part within this Breaſt, perhaps as tender as a Brother's. 


Dug. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for her Grief, en- 5 


deavour to remove it — There, there, behold an Object 


that's infective; I cannot view her, but I am as mad as 


| ſhe: [ Enter Oriana mad, beld by two Maids, who put her 
in a Chair.) A Siſter, that my dying Parents left, with 
their laſt Words and — to * Care. Sitter, dear- 
oft mos. [Goes to her. 

Od Mix. 1 2 poor Child, poor Child, d'ye know me ? 


Ori. You! you are Amadis de Gaul, Sir;—Oh ! ! oh my 
Heart! were you never in Love, fair Lady? And do you 
never dream of Flowers and Gardens? — I dream of 


walking Fires, and tall Gigantick Sights. Take heed, 
it comes now—What's that ? Pray ſtand away: [have 
{een that Face ſure, _How light my Head is ! 

Au. What piercing Charms has Beauty, ev'n in Mad- 

_ neſs! theſe ſudden Starts of undigeſted Words ſhoot thro' 
my Soul, with more perſuaſive Force than all the ſtudy d 
Art of labour'd Eloquencs.-—Come, Madam, try to re- 

Poſe a little, 


| [- FA 1! 
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o I cannot ; for I muſt be up to go to Church and 
J muſt dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be ſo fine, 
to meet my Love. Hey ho! — Will not tell me 
where my Heart lies bury'd ? 
Mir. My very Soul is touch' d—Your Hand, my Fair. 
Ori. How ſoft and gentle you feel? Pl tell "you your 
2 Fortune, Friend. 
Mir. How ſhe ares upon me q | 
Ori. You have a flattering F ace; but 'tis a 1 one 


wa] warrant you have five hundred Miltrelles— Ay, to | 


be ſure, a Miſtreſs for every Guinea in his Pocket — Will 
you pray for me? I ſhall die to- morrow—And will you 
ring my Paſling Bell? 
Mir. O Woman, Woman, of Artifice Geste ! whoſe 
Nature, even diltracted, has a Cunning : In vain let Man 
his Senſe, his Learning boaſt, when Woman's Madneſs | 
over-rules his Reaſon. Do POE! know me, injur d Cre a- 
dare 
Ori. No, but you hall be wy i intimate e Acquaintancs 


* Lin the Grave. = [ep. 


Mir. Oh Tears, I muſt 1 you; ; ſure there's a 
| kind of Sympathy in Madneſs ; for even I obdurate as [ 
am, do feel my Soul fo toſs'd with Storms of Paſſion, that 
I could cry for helpas well as ſhe — | Wipes bis Eyes. 
Ori. What have you loſt your Lover ? Now you mock 
me; I'll go home and pray. 
Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, 5 hear me own my 
Love fo loud, that I may call your Senſes to their Place, 


reſtore 'em to their charming happy Functions, and rein- 


ſtate my ſelf into your Favour. 
Biſ. Let her alone, Sir, tis all too late; *. a 
| hold her, her Fits grow ſtronger by her talking; 3 don' c 
trouble her, ſhe don't know you, Sir. 
O/d Mir. Not know him what then ? the loves to 
ſee him tor all that. 
Den Duretete. 
hs Where are you all? What the Devil | melancholy, 2 
and | here! Are ye ſad and ſuch a ridiculous Subject, ſuch 
Avery good Teſt among youas am ? c „ Mir. | 
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Mi. Away with this Impertinence; this is no place for | 
Bagacel: I have murder'd my Honour, deltroy'd a Lady, 
ard my dciire of Reparation i is come at length too 2 2 
See there. | | Sr 
Dur. What ails her? 7 Le, | 
Air. Alas, ſhe's mad. | e 
Dur lad! doſt wonder at chat? By this Light, they” "ED 
all fo; they're cozening mad; they're braw lin: mad; they're 
proud mad I jut now came from a whole World of mad 
Women, that had almoſt— What, 1s ſhe dead 5 „„ 
Mir. Dead! Heav'ns forbid. -- | 
Dur. Heav'us further it; for tin they be cold as a Kes, | 
therc's no truſting them; you're never ſure that a Wo- 
man's in earneſt, till the is nail'd in her Coffin. Shall I 
| talk to her ? Are you mad, Miſtreſs? 5 | | ES 
i. What's that to you, Sir, % ᷑œ P' 
Dur. Oons, Madam, are you there * [Rams of | 
Nir. Away, thou wild Buffoon; how poor and mean 


this Humour now appears? His Follies and my ownI 
here diſclaim; this Lady's Frenzy has reſtored my Senſes, 
and was he perfect now, as once ihe was {before you all 

I ſpeak it) ſhe ſhou'd be mine, and as he is is, ** Tears 5 
and "Ee ſhall wed her. 3 

Dag. How N had this Declaration been fome | 


Hors 1 ago? - 
Bi. Sir,ſhe bec! consto you and waves us tn go off; come, 
come let's leave em. LE. amres, 61 Mir and Ori. 

Or. Ch. Sn. _ 


| Mir. Spe le my charming Angel, if your devs Senſes 
| have regain'd their 8 ſpeak, Fair, and bleſs me with 
= the News. 
1 Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunning of my Sex, that 
happy counterfeit ed Frenzy that haus reftor'd to my poor 
labouring Breaſt. the deareit, beſt belov'd of Men. 

Mir. Ture all ze Spher:s, your Inſtruments of Joy, 
and carry rovnd Four Spacious O:hs, the happy Sound 
* of Oriana's Health; ; her Soul, whoſe Harmony was next 
1 | to yours, is row in Tune again; 5 the counterfeiting Fair 
| has Pla 'd the Feel... Sbe 
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She was ſo mad lo counterfeit for me: | | 
I avas fo mad to parun my Liberty : 
But now we both ave well, and both are f ce. 
Ori. How, Sir, Free! „ 
Mir. As Air, my dear Bedlamite ; what, marry a Lu- 
natick! Look ye, my Dear, you have counterfeited Vad- 
neſs ſo very well this bout, that you'll be apt to Pay.” — | 
Fool all your Life long—Here, Gentlemen. | 
O, i. Montter! you won't diſgrace me. 


Ni,. O' my Faith, but T will; here, come in Ges 5 


men. -A Miracle! A Miracle! the Woman's PS d, 
the Devil's vonith'd, | 
| Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 

07 Mir. Bless s, „us ſhe pol. eſs'd Ec, | 
Mir. With the worſt of Dæmons, Sir, a Martiage- 
Devil, a horrid Devil. Mr. Duzard, don't be furpriz'd, I 
: promis d my Fndeavours to Cure your >iſter; no mad Doc- 
| tor in Chriſtendom could have done it more effectually. 


Take her into your Charge; and have a care ſhe don't re- L 
lapſe; if ſhe ſhould, employ me not again, for I am no 


| moreinfalliblethanothers ofthePFaculty; do cure ſometimes. 
Ori. Your Remedy, molt barbarous Man, will prove 


: the greateſt Poiſon to my Health; for tho” my Gs: 


Frenzy was but counterfeit, I now ſhall run into a real 


_ Madneſs. | 5 | FE xit Old Mir. after. | 
Dug, This was a turn W my knowledge ; ; I'm fo 
confus d, I know not how to reſent it. [Exit. 


Mir, What a dangerous Precipice have I'ſcaped? Was 

not 92 now upon the Brink of Deſtraction! ? g 
Enter Dutetete. 

0 my Friend let me run into thy Boſom; no "PTY | 

: e from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, quekes 

_ with more diſmal Apprehenſion. 

Dur. 'The matter, Man ! | | 
Air. Marriage, Hanging, I was jaſt at the Gallows-foot, 
the running Nooſe about my Neck, and the Cart waecling 
from me.—Oh—T ſha'n't be myſelt this month again. 
* Did not 1 tell you ſo? They 4 are all alike, Saints 


C 4 * 
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or Devils; their counterfeiting can't be reputed a Deceit; | 


ſor 'tis the Nature of the Sex, not their Contrivance. 
Mir. Ay, ay: There's no living here with Security; ; 


this Houſe is ſo full of — and Defgn, that I muſt 4 


abroad again, 

Dur. With all my Heart, I'll bear thee Company, my 
Lad; I'll meet you at the Play ; ; and we'll ſet out for 
1109 to morrow Morning. 

Mir. A Match: I'll go pay 5 Compliment of leave 
to my Father preſently. 

Dur. I'm afraid he'll top you. 4 

Mir. What pretend a Command over me after his Set- 


tlement of athouſand Pound a Year upon me! No, no, | 


he has paſs'd away his Authority with the Conveyance * 


the Will of a mg Father is _ * * the lake — 
f the dying one. 


g What makes 5 World Rl and ſl the Gone ? i 


Hopes, Intereſt, and Dependence, make their tate: 
Behold the Anti Chamber fill'd with Beaux, 
A Horſe's Levee throng'd with Courtly Crows, 
Tho' grumbling Subjecis make the Crown their ſport, 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Court. 
Dependence, ev'n a Father's Sway ſecures, 

For tho the Son rebels, the Heir is yours. 


A CT ; SC ENE, the Street before the Play. ks 
| Mirabel and Duretete as coming from the Play, 
Dar, OW d'ye like this Play ? 
Mir. 1 lik'd the Company; the Lady, the 
rich Beauty in the Front- box had my Attention: Theſe 
impudent Poets bring the Ladies together to ſupport 
T hem, and to kill every body elle. | 


Fer Diath', upon the Stage the Ladies cry. : 

. But nc er mind us that in the Audience die: 
| The Poet's Hero ſhould not mavve their Vain, 
” 2 vw * weep for — their E * baue Kis, 


Dur. | | 
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| Dur. Hoity, toity ;did Phillis inſpire you with all this? 
Mir. Ten times more; the Play houſe is the Element 
of Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty; the Ladies, me- 
thinks, have a more inſpiring triumphant Air in the 


| Boxes than any where elſe, they fit commanding on their 


Thrones with all their Subject ſlaves about them: Their 
| belt Cloths, beit Looks, ſhining Jewels, ſparkling Eyes, 
the Treaſure of the World in a Ring. Then there's ſuch 


'{ a hurry of Pleaſure to tranſport us; the Buſtle, Noiſe, 
| Gallantry, Equipage, Garters, Feathers, Wigs, Bows, 


Smiles, Ogles, Love, Muſick, and Applauſe : I cou'd wiſh. 
that my whole Life long were the firſt Night of a newPlay, 
Dur. The Fellow has quite forgot this Journey; have 
you beſpoke Polt-Horſes 7 nin 
Mir. Grant me but three Days, dear Captain, one to 
diſcover the Lady, one to unfold my ſelf, and one to 
make me happy; and then I'm yours to the World's end. 
Dur. Haſt thou the Impudence to promiſe thy ſelf a 
Lady of her Figure and Quality in ſo ſhort a time? 

Mir. Yes, Sir have a confident Addreſs, no diſagree- 
able Perſon, and five hundred L:av7idores in my Pocket. 
Dur. Five hundred Lewwtidores ! You a'n't mad? 
Mir. I tell you, ſhe's worth hve thouſand ; one of her 
black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond as big as her 
Head. I compar'd her Necklace with her Looks, and the 


living Jewels out-ſparkled the dead ones by a Million, 


Dur But you have own'd to me, that abating Oriana's 
Pretenſions to Marriage, you lov'd her paſſiouately ; then 
how can you wander at this rate? 5 

Mir | long' d for a Partridge t'other day off the King's 

Plate, but d'ye think, becauſe I cou'd not have it, 1 

muſt eat nothing. © 5 


Dur. Prithee, Mirabel, be quiet; you may remember 
what narrow ſcapes you have had abroad by following 
Strangers; you forget your Leap out of the Cenrteſan 8 
Window at Bologna, to fave your fine Ring there. 
Mir. My Ring's a Trile, there's nothing we poſſeſs | 
c oomparable to what we defire—be ſhy of a Lady bare- 
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f.c'd in the Front- Box with a thouſand Pound in Jewels 
about her Neck! For ſhame, no more. 
Enter Oriana in Poy's Chatkes with a Letter, 
Ori. Is Four Name, Mirabel, dir: 
Air. Ves, Si- 
Ori. A Letter from your Vacke i in Pitar ay. 
(e ves the Lanes: 
Wir. [Reads 1 5 | 
THE Haier i, the Son of a Prote faut Gentleman, Who 
fring for his Religion, left me the Charge of this 
Hutb, [a pretty Boy.] He's fond of ſome handſome Serwice © 


| 4 may afford him Opportunity of Improvement; your Care © 


F him avi obige | Yours. 
| Has a mind to travel, Child ? 

Ori. Tis my Deſire, Sir; 1 ſhould be pleas' to bene 
a Traveller i in any Capacity. 

Mir. A hopeful. Irclination ; you ſhall along with 
5 me into /taly, as my Page. 

Dar. I don't think it dale; ; the Rogue” s [Noiſe K | 


o a too handſome — The Play's done, and ſome of the Hh 


Ladies come this way. | 
Enter Lamorce, with her Train born up 5 a Page. 
Mir. Duretete, the very Dear, Lane She. | 
Dur. And what then? 
Mir. Why 'tis the. EE. 
Dur. And what then, Sir? 5 
Mir. Then! Way \—Look'e, Sirrah, the firſt piece 
of Service I put upon you, is to follow that Lady's Coach, 
: and bri- g me word where ſhe lives. [o Oriana. 
Ori. 1 don't kaow the Town, Sir, and a am afraid of 
lofng myſel t. 
AI, Plhaw 1 - © | 
Lam. Fage, w -bot's become of all my People a4 
Page. I ean't tell, RA I can ice 0 lign of your 
Ladyſhip's Coach. 
Lam. That Fellow is got into i old Pranks, and 
fall'n drunk ſomewhere ; none of the Footmen there? 
Page. Not os Madam. 
Lam. 
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Lam. Theſe Servants are the Plague of our Lives, 
what ſhall I do? 

Mir. By all my Hopes, Puste pimps lor me; now 
Duretete for a piece of Gallantry. 

Dur. Why, you won't, ſure ? 

Mir. Won't, Brute! Let not your Servants Neglect, 
Madam, put your Ladyſhip to any Inconvenience, for 
you can't be diſappointed of an Equipage whilſt mine 
waits below; and wou'd you honour the Maſter ſo far, 
he wou'd be proud to pay h15 Attendance. 

Dur. Ay, to be ſure. „ Ade. 

Lam. Sir, I won't preſume to be troubleſome, for 
my Habiration is a great way off. | 
Dur. Very true, Madam, and he's sa little engag'd, be. 

ſides, Madam, a Hackney-Coach will do as well, Madam. 
Mir. Rude Beaſt, be quiet! [7s Duretete.] The far- 
ther from home, Madam, the more occaſion you have 
for a Guard . Madam— - 
Lam. Lard, Su. —— [He ow to preſs, ſhe to i 

decline it in dumb ſhew. 

- hs; Ab! ! the Devil's in his Impudence; now he 
wheedles, ihe ſmiles ; he flatters, ſhe ſimpers; he (wears, 
| ſhe believes; he's a Rogue, and ſhe's aW— in a moment. 
Mir, Without there, my Coach; Duretete, wiſh me 
| Joy. 1 8 [Hands the Lady out, 
Dur. Wim you a Surgeon Here you little Picard, CE 

go follow your Maker, and he l lead you-- N 
Ori. Whither, Sir? | 
Dur. To the Academy Child: »Tis the Faſhion with 
5 Men of Quality to teach their Pages their Exerciſes go. 
Ori. Won't you go with him too, Sir; that Woman 
may do him ſome harm, I don't like her. 

Dur. Why, how now, Mr. Page, do you ſtart up to 
give Laws of a ſudden; do you pretend to riſe at Court, 
and diſapprove the Pleaſure of your Betters : Look' e, 

Sirrah, if ever you wou'd riſe by a great Man, be ſure 
to be with him in his little Actions, and, as a ſtep to your 
Advancement, follow your Maſter immediately, and: 

make it your Hope that he goes | to a * Houſe. 
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_ - Ori. Heav'ns forbid. | [ Exit. 
Dur. Now wou'd 1 de take a Cart in Company of 


the Hangman, than a Coach with that Woman: What a 


ſtrange Antipathy have J taken againſt theſe Creatures; 
a Wäaewan to me is Averſi-n upon Averſion, a Cheeſe, a 
Cat, a Breaft of Mutton, the iqueeling of Children, the 
grinding of Knives, and the Sruff of a Candle. : 
5 8 EN . a handſome Apart: ent. 

Ent Mirabel and Lamorce. 


5:75 Tw, To con vince me, Sir, that your Service was 
ſomething more than good Breeding, plezſe to lay out 
an Hour of your Company upon wy Deſire, as you 


have already upor ny Neceſſi y. 


Mir. Your Defire, Madam, bas only prevented my | 
Requeſt: My Hours! Make em yours, Madam, eleven, 
twelve, one, two, three, and all that N to thoſe. 


happy Minutes, 


Lan. But I moſt crouble you, 8 Sir, to diſmiſs your Re- 


tinue, becauſe au Equipage at my Door, at this time of 1 


Night will not be conſiſtent with my Reputation. 
Mir. By all means, Madam, all but one little Boy— 


| Here, Page, order my Coach and Servants home, and 
oo you ſtay; 'tis a fooliſh Country Boy, that knows no» 

thing but Innocence, Io 
Tam. Innocence, Sir! I ſhould be fry if you made i 


ry, any ſiniſter Confiruftions of my Freedom. 


Mir. O Madam, I mult not pretend to remark upon 5 


any body's Freedom, having ſo entirely forfeited my own. 


Lam. Well, Sir, 'twere convenient towards our eaſy | 
| Carrcipeodmes that we enter'd into a free Confidence of 
each cther, by a mutual Declaration of what we are, and 
What we think of one another. Now, Sir, what are you? 
Mir. In three Words, Madam, — I am a Gentleman, I 
have five hundred Pound, in my Focket, and a clean Shirt on. 


Lam. And your Name is 
Mir. Muſtapba.— 
your Fortune. | 


Lam. My . is Ss ; my Birth Noble ; I was 


— 'd young, to a proud, rude, fallen imper ĩous Fel- 


low z 


-Now Madam, the Inventory of 


>, —— 
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low ; the Haſband ſpoiled the Gentleman; Crying ruin'd 


my Face, till at laſt took heart, leap'd out of aWindow, 


got away tomy Friends, ſu d my Tyrant, and recover'd 


my Fortune! liv'd from fifteen to twenty to pleaſe a 
| Huſband, from twenty to forty I'm reſolv'd to pleaſe my 
ſelf, and from thence upwards Ill humour the World. 


Mir. The charming wild Notes of a Bird broke out of 


its Cage! 


Lam. | mark'd you at the Play, and ſomething I faw WC 


of a well-furniſh'd, careleſs, agreeable Tour about you. 
| Methought your Eyes made their mannerly Demands 
with ſuch an arch Modeſty, that I don't know how 
but I'm elop'd. Ha, ha, ha, I'm elop'd. 


Mir. Ha, ba, ha, Lace in your good Fortune with 


all my Hart. 


Lam. O. now I think on't, Mr. Muftapha, you have 


got the fineit Ring there, 1 cou'd — believe it right, 8 
pray let me ice it. | 


Mir. Hum! Yes, Madam, tis, 'tis right—but, bur, 


but, but, it was given me by my Mother, an old Fami- 


: Iy-Ring Madam, an old faſhion'd F amily-Ring. 


2 _ 


| Gall hat you phaſe; Fir 


Lam. Ay, Sir--—if you can entertain your ſelf with a 


| Song for a Moment Wait on you, come in there. 


Euter Singers. 


Mir. Tne new Song— Prithee, Phyllis, Se. 
ZONE 


” Ceraialy the Stars have bee! in a ſtrange i intriguing Hu- 
mour when I was born. — Ay, this Night ſhou'd 1 have 
had a Bride in my Arms, and that I ſhou'd like well e- 
nough; but wha: ſhou'd I bave to marrow Night? The 


ſame, And what next Night! ? the ſame; and what next 


: Night? the very ſame: 3500p for Breakfaft, Soop for Din- 
ner, Soop for Supper, and oP for Breakfait again— 
| but here's variety. 


I howe the Fair aubo freely gives as Heart, 

| That's mine by Ties of Nature, not of Art ; 

Who boldly owns whate'er her Thoug ht indite,. 

. is too modgſt. for a Hypecrite. | 
[Lamorce 
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[Lamorce appears at the Door, as he runs toward her, 
four Bra vos ſlep in before her. He flarts back. 


She comes, ſhe comes Hum, hum Bitch — Murder'd, 


murder'd to be (ure ! The curſed Strumpet! To make 


me ſerd away my Servants—no Body near me! Theſe 
Cut-throats always make ſure Work. What ſhall I do? 
Thave but one way. Are theſe Gentlemen your Rela- 
tions, Madam ? 

"Lam: Yes, vir. 


Mir. Gentlemen, your moſt bumble Servant; Sir, your 


moſt faithful, yours, Sir, with all my Heart; your moſt 


obedient—come, Gentlemen. Sa. ales all round.] pleaſe. 


to ſit no Ceremony, next the Lady, pray Sir. 
Lam. Wen, Sir, and how dye like my Friends? 
[They all fit. 


Mir. 0, Sis * maſt Eniſh'd Gentlemen ! I was 
never more happy in good „ in my Lite ; ; 1 5 
| . Sir, you have travel] < 2. 


1 * {i 
Mir. Which way ? may I preſume ? 
1 Bra. Ina Weltern Barge, Sir. 


tleman! 


„ bee Ha, Ve ha; Sir, you have: got the preteſt 
Ring upon your Fi inger there 
Mir. Ah! Madam, 'tis at your EE 5 all my N 
J | [Offering the Ring, 
Lam. By no means, Sir, a Family Ring ! {Takes it. 
Mir. No matter, Madam. Seven hundred Found, by ; 


this Light. 5 [diide. 
. Sip: what s a Clock. : 

Mr. Hum ! Sir, I forgot my Watch at home. 

2 Bra. I thought I faw the String of ic juſt now. 


3 Ods my Life, Sir, I beg your Pardon, here it 


is, but it don't g. [ utting it up. 
1 


ſume. 


Ar, D'ye like it, Madam—no Ceremony— tis at 
| | | "00 


Mir. Ha, ha, ha, "_y pretty ; facetious pretty Gen- | 


Lam. Oo dear Sir, an Eng lis Watch! Tampios' , 1 * n 


5 —— — — * i Ox» 
— : 


— — — 2 : . RR 


wou'd not part with it, but if you like it- 


like Gentlemen Here, ſome Wi | 
Sir, your good Health. [Pl Mirabel 5 the . 
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your Series with all my Heart and Soul——Tompion' s! 


Hang ye. [ Aide. 


1 Bra. But, Sir, aha all things, I admire the Fa- 


| ſhion and Make of your Sword- hilt. 


Mir. I'm mighty glad you like 1 it, Sir, 
1 Bra. Will you part with it, Sir. 
AI Sir, I won't ſell it. 
I Braw. Not fell it, Sir! 
Mir. No, Gentlemen, —but I'll beſtow i it with all my 


; Heart. | . [Offering it. ; 


1 Brav. O * we ſhall rob you. ; 
Mir. That you do I'll be ſworn. [de.] I have ano- 


ther at home, pray, Sir, — Gentlemen you're too mo- 
deſt, have I any thing elſe that you fancy ?—Sir, will 


you do me a Favour? [To the 1 Bravo.] I am extreme- 


| ly in love with that Wig which you wear, will you co | 
me the Favour to change with ine? e 


1 Bra. Look'e, Sir, this is a Family- wig, and I 


Mir. Sir, your _ humble Servant. : 
2 [ They change 2 1. 
0 Brav. Madam, your moſt humble Slave. 
[Gees up foppiſbly to the Lady, ſalutes hos: | 
2 Bra. The Fellow's very liberal, ſhall we murder him! 
1 Bra. What! Let him ſcape to hang us all! And 1 


to loſe my Wiz ; no, no, I want but a handſome Pre- 


tence to quarrel with him, for you. know wn muſt * 


Mir. Oh ! Sir, your moſt humble Servant; a pleaſant 


Frolick enough, to drink a Man's Health, and pull him 
by the Noſe ; ha, ha, ha, the e pretty humour” d 
Gentleman. 


Lam. Help the Gentleman to a Glaſs, LMir. drinks. 
1 Bra, How d've like the Wine, Sur? | | 
Mir. Very good o' the kind, Sir; but I tell ye was; 5 


I find we're all inclin'd to be frolickſome, and I'gad, for 
my own part, I was never more diſpoſed to be merry; 
| ler s make a Night on 5 ba - This Wine is pretty, but 

1 have. 
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I have ſuch As at home.—Look'e, Gentlemen, 
let me ſend for a dozen Flaſks of my 8 I defie | 


France to match it—"T'will make us all . all Air, 
pray, Gentlemen, _ 
2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his 8 / 


1 Bra. Ves, faith, we'll have all we can; here, call 


2 up the . 5 Servant—What think you Line? 


Lam. Les. yes, your Servant is a fooliſh Country | 


| Boy. Sir, he uuderitands nothing but Innocence. 


Mir. Ay, ay, Madam, —Here Pa ge, [nter Oriana 3 


N take this Key, and go to my Butler, order him to ſend 
half a dozen Flaſks of the red Burgundy, mark'd a 
| thouſand ; and be ſure you make hate, I long to enter- 

| tain my Friends here, my very goed Friends. 


Omnes. Ah, dear, Sir! LE 
1 Bra. Here, Child, take a Glaſs af Wine—Your 


Maſter and J have chang'd Wigs, Honey, in a F 9 | 
— Where had you this pretty 8 5 honeſt Muſtapha? 


Ori. Muſtapha ! | _ 
Mir. Out of Picardy — - this is the firſt Errand he has 


: made for me, and if be does it right, I'll encourage him. | 


Ori. The red Burgunay, Sir? . 
Mir. The red, mark d a thouſand, and be fure you 


| make haſte. 


Ori. 1 ſhall, Sir. . | (Exit. 
1 Bra. Sir, you were pleas'd to like my , Wig, have | 


you any Fancy fur my Coat? —Lool'e, Sir, it has ferv'd | 


a great many boneſt Gentlemen very faithfully, | 
Mir. Not ſo faithfully, for I'm afraid it 1 got a 


ſcurvy Trick of leaving all its Maſters in Neceſſity —— 
The Inſolence of theſe Dogs is wy ond * enn. 


Aide. 
"Jaw You're 8 1 
Mir. Only concern'd, Madam, that I chou d 3 no . 


Servant here but this little Boy—he'!l make ſome con- 
founded Blunder, I'll lay my Life on't, I wou'd not be 
_ diſappointed of my Wine for the Univerſe. : 


Lam. He'll do well enough, Sir; J but Supper 8 ready, 
wil you Roe 6s to eat a Fs Sir? 1 
. Mir. 


| Soop. 
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Mir. O Madam, I never had a better Stomach in my 


Life. 


Lam. Come then, — we have nothing bat a Plate of 


Mir. Ah ! the Marriage- 4 5 I cou'd diſpenſe with 


now. [ Aſide] Exit, handing the Lady. 


2 Bra. That Wig won't fall to your Share. 

1 Bra. No, no, we'll ſettle that after Supper, in the 
mean time the Gentleman ſhall wear it. 

2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him ? 

3 Bra. To be ſure, I think he knows me. 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales; I wonder 


at the Impudence of the Engli/ Rogues, that will ha- 


zard the meeting a Man at the Bar that they have en- 
counter'd upon the Road! I ha'n't the Confidence to look 


'a Man in the Face after I have done him an Injury, 
therefore we'll murder him. [Excunt. 


8 C E N E changes to Old Mirabel's * 
Luer Daretete. 
hu My Friend has forſaken me, I have abandon'd | 


my Miſtreſs, my time lies heavy on my Hands, and my 
Money burns in my Pocket—But now I think on't my 
Myrmidons are upon Duty to Night; I'll fairly ſtrole 
down to the Guard, and nod away the Night with my 
| honeſt Lieutenant over a Flaſk of Wine, a Rakehelly 
Story. and a Pipe of Tobacco. [ Going off, Bit. meets him. 


Bi. Who comes there? ttand ! 

Dur. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd Dragoon. 

Biſ. Look'e, Sir, I'm told you intend to travel again, 
l deſign to wait on you as far as [taly. 

Dur. Then ['l! travel into Tales. 

_ Bi. Wales ! What Country's that? 

Dur. The Land of Mountains, Child, where 1 you” re 


never out of the way, cauſe there 5 no ſuch thing as a 


High -· Road. | 
Bi. Rather always in a High road, cauſe you travel all 
upon Hills; but be't as it will, I'll jog along with you. | 
| Dar. But we mend | to ſail to the Eajt- Ind: _— 


— 
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Biſ. Faft or We}, "tis all one to me; I'm right and 1 


light. and the fitter for ſailing. 


Dur. But ſuppoſe we take thro? Germany, and drink hard. | 
Bi. Suppoſe 1 take thro' Germany, and drink over | 


than you. 


Dar. Suppoſe ] 90 to a Bawdy houſe. 
Biſ. Suppole I ſhew you the way. _ 7 
Dur. Sdeath, Woman, will you go to the Guard with 


| me, and ſmoak a Pipe ? 


Bif. Allons, Done f 
Dar. The Dev: I's in the Woman-ſuppoſ | hang wy — 


Bi. There Pl 1 you. | 


Dir. And a happy riddarce, the Gallows is e — 


1%. Hold, hold, Sir, {[Carches him by the Arm going.) | 


| one word before we part. 


Dur. Let me go, Madam, > 1 ſhall chink that you 're 1 


9 Man, and perhaps may examine 5 


Bij. Stir if you dare; I have ſtill Spirits t 90 attend me 1 1 


and can raiſe iuch a maſter of Fairies as ſhall puniſh you 

to death— Come, Sir, ſtand there now and ogle me; 

| [ He frorun, ut0n her. Now a languiſhingSiph! [ [ Fe gran. 1 : 1 

Now run and take my Fan,—fafter. [He runs and takes 1 
it up. ] Now play with it nnn, : 

„„ 4 [He tears it al. in | Sloan 1 


Fi. Hoid, hold, dear humorous Coxcomb ; Captain, 


= P my Fan, ey L'. -Why, you rude, e 
Maoaſter, don't you expect to pay for this? 


Dur. Yes, Madam, there's Twelve Pence ; ; for that | is 


: the price out. 


Biſ. Sir, it coſta 8 


FE. Var. Wel, Magam, you ſhall have the | Sticks again, 


| [Throws them to her, and Exit. 
Biſ. Ha, ba. ha, ridiculous, below my Concern. 1 
mult follow him however , to know if he can give me 


any News ot Oriana. „„ Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to Lamorce's Lodyings. © 

| Fnter Mirabel Solus. = 
Mir. Bloody Hell- hounds, I over heard you: -- Was 
not I two hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicing--- Mir- bel? 


How aid I plume my Hopes in a fair coming proſpect of 


a long Scene of Years ? Life courted me with all the 


ies of Vigour, Youth, and Fortune; and to be torn. 
away from all my promiſed Joys, is more than Death, 


the manner too, by Villains.--- O my Oriana, this very 


moment might have bleſs'd me in thy Arms !---and my 
poor Boy, the innocent Boy ! ---Confuſion.--. But huſh, 
they come; I muſt diſſemble till No News of my 
: [08s Gentlemen ? _ : 


| Extar the *. Ss. 
I "he. No, Sir, | believe your Country- booby has 


1 loſt himſelf, and we can wait no longer for't- -true, Sir, 
you're a pleaſant Gentleman, out: 1 lappoſe you under- 
ſtand our Buſineſs. 


Mir. Sir, I may go near to 8 at your Employ- f 


5 ments ; you, Sir, are a Lawyer, I preſume, you a Phyſi- 
cian, you a Scrivener, you. a Stock. Jobber. Al Car- + 
| throats, I Gad. | ; Ade. 


4 Bra. Sir, I am a el Officer ; ; I was caſhier'd at 


the Head of the Army for a Coward : So I took up the 
Trade of Murderer to retrieve the Reputation of my 
Courage. ; 


3 Tbs: Tins 6 Soldiir is, ant: won'd frree ny King; 


| but I don't like the Quarrel, and 1 have more honour | 
than to fight in a bad Cauſe. 


2 Bra. I was bred a 1 and Ka no  Eftate, 


but 1 muſt have my Whore and my Bottle, thro' the 
5 Prejudice of Education. | 


1 Bra. lam a Ruffian too ; ; by the Prejudice of Edu- 


tion, I was bred a Butcher. In thort, Sir, if your Wine 
| had come, we might have trifled a little longer. — Come, 
Sir, which Sword will you fall by? mine, dir? ; 


8 2 Bra. Or mine? ; 5 e 
3 Bra. Or Mine? x | [draws, 


4 Bra, Or Mine? „„ ; 
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Mir. 1 ſcorn to beg my Life ; but to be butcher'd thus? 


O' there's the Wine : this moment for [inocking. ] my 
Life or NG | 


Enter Oriana. 


Loſt, for ever loſt Where's the Wine, Child? [ faintly, 


Ori. coming up, Sir. [Stamps.] 5 

Enter Duretete wwith his Sauord drawn, and fix of the 
grand Muſqueteers with their Pieces preſented, the 
| Ruffians drop their Swords. Oriana goes off, 

Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine. Youth, Plea- 


. ſure, Fortune, Days and Years, are now my own again.— | 
Ah, my dear Friends, did not I tell you this Wine wou'd | 
5 make me merry? — Dear Captain, theſe Gentlemen are 


the beſt natur'd, facetious, witty Creatures, t that ever r you . 
| . | | 


- Force Lamorce. 
- hm Is hs Wine come, Sir ? 
| Mir. O yes, Madam, the Wine is 1 there 


E to the Soldiers. ] Your n has on: a ny = i 
fine Ring upon your Finger. OG, 


| Lam. Sir, tis at your Service. 
Mir. O ho! is it ſo? Thou dear Seven” anden 


Pound, thou'rt welcome home again, with all my Heart 
| —Ad's my Life, Madam, you have got the fineſt bull 
5 Watch 4 ! Tompion's, I preſume. ma 


Lam Sir, you may wear it. 
Mir. O, Madam. by no means, tis too ts you 


of all—{ Taking it from ber.] Good dear Time, thou'rt a 
precious thing. I'm glad I haveretriev'd thee. [ Putting it 
ub. ] What my Friends neglectedall this while! Gentlemen, 5 

you'll pardon my Complaiſance to the Lady. — How now 
iis it civil to be ſo out of humour at my Entertainment, 

and ſo pleaſed with yours? Captain, you're ſurpriz'd at 
all this! but we're in our Frolicks s, you mult Know. — 
| Some Wine here. | 


3 Servant 2 Wine. 


N Cone, Caprain, this worthy Gentleman's Health. 


K Weaks the ff Bravo b ” he Noje, ber r6ars, 
but 
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But now, where, — where's my dear Deliverer, my Boy, 


my charming Boy ? 
1 Bra. I hope ſome of our Crew below-ſtairs have 


diſpatch'd him. 
Mir. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou ? diſpatch'd ! I'll have 
ye all tortur*d, rack*d, torn to 2 alive, if you bare 
touch'd my Boy. Here Page! Page! Page! | Runs out. 
Dur. Here, Gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe Fellows, 


1 Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard will! 


0 be very civil to us. | | 
Dur. Now for you, 3 >. He, he he.---I'm ſo 
pleas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of one Woman 
before | die Well, Miſtreſs Snap dragon, which of theſe 


| honourable Gentlemen is ſo happy to call you Wife ? 


I Bra. Sir, ſhe ſhou'd have been mine to Night, 'cauſe 
| Sampre here had her laſt Night. Sir, ſhe's very true to us 
E : NO 
Dar. Take em en [T, 2 8 carry ff theBravoes, 5 
Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, Biſarre. e 
oli Mir. Robin, Robin, where's Beb? where's my Boy? 
What, is this the Lady, a pretty Whore, faith 2 8 


Child, becauſe my Son was ſo civil as to oblige you with 


1 Coach, [Il treat you with a Cart, indeed I will. i 
Dug. Ay. Madam, and you ſhall have a a 
R three or four thouſand Footmen at N Heels 
at leaſt. . 

Dur. No leſs WENT her Quality. 
Eiſ. Faugh ! the Monſter! „ 
Dur. Monſter : AY, you're all a lictle monſtrous let me R 
tell you. | 
FO. aner Mirabel. | : 
Ol Mir. Ah, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe, Man "2 
1 No, no, Sir, I'm ruin 'd, the ſaver of my Life i is 
Ola Mir. No, no, he m_ brought as the News. 

Mir. But where is he ?--- [ Enter Oriana.] Ha! [ Runs 
and embraces her.] ws N dear Preſerver, what ſhall l do to 
recompenſe your crult.- — F acher, F . Gentlemen, 5 

| behold 
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behold the Youth that has reliev'd me from the 4 


ignominious Death, from the ſcandalous Poniards of theſe 


bloody Ruffians, where to have fall'n, wou'd have de- 


fam'd my Memory with vile Reproach. ---My ik Z 


Eſtate, my all, is due to ſuch a Favour.----Command 


me, Child before you all, before my late, fo kind indyl. 
gent Stars, I ſwear, to grant whaet'er you ask. 


Ori. To the ſame Stars indulgent now to me, 1 will | 


i appeal as tothe Juſtice of my Claim, I ſhall demand but 
What was mine before----the juſt Nun of your 
= 2 to Oriana. fa, 


[Diſcovering ber {fe 


- Ow: a * 


Ori. In this Diſguiſe 1 reſolv'd to follow you abroad, | 
5 counterfeited that Letter that got me into your Service; 
and fo, by this ſtrange turn of Fate, I became the Inſtru- 
ment of your Preſervation ; few common Servants wou'd 
have had ſuch cunning: My Love inſpir'd me with the 
meaning of your Meſſage, cauſe my Concern for your : 
- —_ made me ſuſpect your Company. . 


Dur. Mirabel, you're caught. 5 
Mir. Caught! I ſcorn the thought of W the | 


Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex I have deſpis'd, and 
broke thro? all Contrivance. Caught! No, 'tis my volun- | 
tary Act; this was no human Stratagem, but by my pro- 
vidential Stars, deſign'd to ſhew the Dangers wandering _ 
| Youth incurs by the Purſuit of an unlawful Love, to plunge 
me headlong in the Snares of Vice, and then to free me by 


the Hands of Virtue; here on my Knees, I humbly beg my 


fair Preſerver's Pardon; my Thanks are needleſs, for my | | 


ſelf I owe. And now for ever do proteſt me yours. 


Old M. Tall, all di dall. [Sings.] Kiſs me Daughter--- 


no, you ſhall kiſs me firſt ; [To Lamorce.] For you're the 


cauſe on't. Well, Biſarre what ſay you to the Captain? | 
Bi/. T like the Beaſt well enough, but I don't underſtand ET 


his Paces ſo well as to venture him in a ſtrange Road. 


Od Mir. But Marriage is ſo beaten a Path that you | * 
can't go wrong. | 
20 Au. tis ſo beaten that the © Way | 1s Gold. Dur. 3 
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Dur. There is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy 
Husband. — 1 cou'd marry thee to Day for the Privi- 
lege of beating thee to morrow. 

04 M. Come come, you may agree for all this : Mr, | 

z Dag ard, are not you pleas'd with this ? 

Dag. So pleas'd that if I thought it might ſecure your 
| Son's Affection to my Siſter, I wou'd double her Fortune. 

} Mir. Fortune! has not ſhe given me mine? my Life, 
Eſtate, my All, and what is more, her virtuous ſelf.---- 

Virtue, in this ſo advantageous Light, has her own ſpark- 


= ling Charms, more tempting far than glittering Gold 
or Glory. Behold the Foil [Pointing 10 Lamorce ] that 
ſets this Brightneſs off. (To Oriana.) Here view the Pride 
| {To Oriana.] and Scandal of the Sex. [To Lam.] There 
[To Lam.] the falſe Meteor, whoſe deluding Light 
leads Mankind to Deſtruction. Here [To Oriana.] the 


- bright ſhining Star that guides to a Security of Happineſs, 
2 Garden, and a ſingle She [To Oriana.] was our firſt 


74S _ Father's Bliſs ; the RP [fo Lam. * and o wander ; 


” was his Curſe. 


What Liberty can be / h tempting Mes 5 4 To 1 
| 5 45 a fo ft, * am rous 1 here * [to mares 


* 


FF 


SONG: » bs. On, 15 
. by Mr. Daniel Purcell, 
I. 


Ince, Celia, "tis not in our Power 
To tell how long our Lives may laſt, 
Hob to lowe this very Hoary, | 


* Tn ve loſt toa much in what ts paſt. 


| = 
Hur fince the pow'r wwe all obey, 


Has in your Breaſt my Heart conſe 4, 
Let me my Body to it lay, 


| In vain u 4 part Whes Nature j join 4. 


E P 1 TL 0 G U E. 


Written by Nathaniel Rowe, Eſq; 
5 And ſpoken by Mr. Wilks. 

ROM Fletcher's great Original, to Day 

: We took the Hint of this our Modern Play; 
Our Author, from his Lines, has ftrove to paint | 

A witty, wild, incon/Yant, free Gallant ; | 

| With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and ui ll to rwe, 1 

With Language, and with Softneſs fram' d to move, 


With littie Truth, but with a World of Love. 


Tet Villeroy's Misfortune make you wi/e, 


V. bilft the ReſpeRful, lite the Greek, ſits . 


Such Forms on Maids in Morning Slumbers walt, 
When Fancy fir/t inſlrus their Hearts to beat, [ yet. 
When firſt they wiſh, and ſig h for what they know n not , 
Frown not. ye Fair, to think your Lovers may © ] 
| Reach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded way ; 


There's Danger fill in Darkneſs and Surpi ixe; 
| Tho' from bis Rampart he defy'd the Foe, {rv 
Prince Eugene found an Aqued5t below. 
With eaſy Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, = 
A preſſing Lower ſeldom wants Succeſs : 


Ana waſtes a ten Year's Siege before one Town. 
For her own ſake, let no forſaken Maid, 
Our Wanaerer, for want of Love, . | 
- Since tis à Secret, none ſhou d e er confeſs, 
Dat they have lift the happy Poxu'r to pleaſe. 
Hypo ſuſpe the Rogue inclin'd to break, 
| Break firſt, and ſcwear yiu'weturn'd him off a We; ; 
A Princes, when they reſiy States men doubt, 5 i 
Before they can ſurrender, turn em out, 3 
Whate'er you think, grave Uſes may be made, | 
And much, even fer Inconſtancy be ſaid. -. 
Let the good Man for Marriage · Rites dejign' 4 g 1 


With fludious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 
Turn over every Page of Womankind, 
Mark every Senſe, and h w the Readings vary 


| i, wy he Snow the 1 on't,- — him marq. 


